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TEN MODERN PLAYS 


PREFACE 

Though the one-act play is still the Cinderella of the 
professional theatre, from the welcome given to the 
previous volumes in this series, Nine Modern Plays and 
Eight Modern Plays^ it is very plain that amateur 
dramatic societies, reading circles and schools have 
recognized its appeal. To this audience the present 
collection is dedicated. It offers the same variety as its 
predecessors, and contains a number of plays by younger 
writers, including a considerable and perhaps signihcant 
proportion of women dramatists. 

In compliance with several requests the reading list 
of modem drama has been considerably extended. The 
exercises and acting notes have been continued, in the 
hope that they win be cheerfully ignored by tliose who 
do not need them, and for the benefft of schools two 
stories for dramatization have been included. Many 
teachers of English have already found that dramatiza;- 
tion can be made to provide a strong stimulus to careful 
thought and expression, but the provision of raw material 
is sometimes dmcult. It is hoped that the Appendix 
to this volume will remove this difficulty and so make 
possible many happy experiments. 

The editor wi^^ to express his thanks to the following 
authors and publishers for permission to indude their 
plays in this book : 

Mrs. Beatrice Mayor and Mr. Basil Blackwell for 
Thirty Minutes in a Street) the Honourable Mary Pak- 
in^n and Mr. Blaclwell for The House with the Twisty 
Windows ; Mr. Reginald Arkell and Messrs. Sidgwick 
and Jackson for Colomhine ; Mr. Arthur Hopkins and 
Messrs. Samuel French Moonshine) Messrs. Martm 

Til 
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Seeker for The New Wing at Elsinore ; Ifcs Sheila Kaye- 
Smith for Mrs, Adis ; Miss Susan Glaspell and Messrs. 
Ernest Benn for Tickless Time; Mr. John Drinkwater 
and Messrs, Sidgwick and Jaclcson for X ^ o ; Miss 
Margaret Macnamara and Messrs. Joseph Williams for 
Elizabeth Refuses ; Mr. Laurence Housman and Messrs. 
Sidgwicl< and Jackson for Brother Wolf; and Mr. John 
Buchan and Messrs, Nelson and Sons, Ltd., for The 
Englishman from " The Path of the King** 

The preparation of this volume has once more increased 
the editor's indebtedness to Dr, Richard Wilson, to the 
lending library of the British Drama League, and to his 
wife. 

J.H, 



THIRTY MINUTES IN A STREET 
By Beatrice Mayor 



CHARACTERS 


A Stray Man. 

A Man with a Bag. 
A Rich Lady. 

A Curate. 

An Actor. 

A Frenchwoman. 

A Child, 

First Charwoman. 
Second Charwoman. 
A Girl. 

A Visitor. 

A 


A Hostess 
A Professor. 

A Student. 

First Shop Girl. 

Second Shop Girl. 

An Old Lady. 

An Elderly Gentleman. 
A Musician. 

A Husband. 

First Servant, 

Second Servant. 

Young Man. 


Note , — If the Cast should be considered too long for 
acting purposes, some or all of the following characters 
can be omitted : The Visitor, The Hostess, The Professor, 
The Student, First Shop Girl, First and Second Servants. 
And, in any case, the parts of the Man with the Bag, 
the Frenchwoman, the Husband, and the Servants can 
be doubled with other parts. If the Cast should be re- 
duced, the author would be pleased to indicate the very 
sli^t alterations in the text that would then be necessary. 

This play was first presented by the Playwrighrs 
Theatre at the Kingsway Theatre, on April 2, 1922. 


Commentary, page 197. Acting Notes, page 235. 
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THIRTY MINUTES IN A STREET 


Scene. — A street At back, three front doors, 
numbered on the fanlights from right to left 183, 185, 
and 187. Notice on No, 183 : No Hawkers'* 

Right, forward, a letter-box. Time : Afternoon, Early 
June, 

{Enter from right a Stray Man, short, shabby, elderly, 
tired, slow. Carries an envelope in his hand. 
He is looking up at houses, when enters from 
right, very quickly, a Man with a Bag, carrying 
also golf clubs and overcoat,] 

Stray Man, Excuse me, sir, can you tell me 

Man with Bag {disappearing left]. Catch a train. 

{Stray Man takes a few steps on,] 
[Enter from right a Rich Lady, Magnificently 
dressed. Pair of long white kid gloves, ime on, 
one off. Slips some letters into box, exhibiting, 
as she does so, an arm glistening with jewelled 
bracelets. Fingers covered with rings. Passes 
on.] 

Stray Man, Excuse me, madam, can you 

Rich Lady [without turning her head. Buttoning her 
glove], I haven't a penny. Not a penny, 

[Passes out,] 

[Stray Man steps on a little. Enter from left a 
Curaie, Slim, serious, pleasant, Jae is sorting 
some small ydlow leaflets^ 

Stray Man, Excuse me, sir, can you tell me if 

Curate [having already passed, but turning and smiU 
in^, I'm a stranger. IBut would you like one of 
these ? [Gives him a yellow leaflet. Curate passes out 
11 



12 TEN MODERN PLAYS 

right, still smiling. Stray Man holds leaflet close to his 
eyes. Reads titte as though with difficulty. Drops 
leaflet?^ 

Stray Man. You're an idiot. [Rings bell at left 
door. Actor wrapped in bath towel putsms head out of 

the window above.'] Excuse me, sir 

Aci&r. Can't come down. Having a bath. 

[Disappears.] 

[Enter, left, a young Frenchwoman.] 

Stray Man. Excuse me, miss 

Frenchwoman \having already passed, hut turnmg and 
smiling graciously]. Pardon, Monsieur. Je suis fran- 
^alse. 

[Enter, left, a Child, Utile girl, on a much used scooter. 
Dirty, hut serene, self-assured little face. An 
old rag doll sits up, tied to the handle-bar f] 

Stray Man. One moment, little 'un 

Child [passing rapidly in and ouf\. Out of the way I 
Out of the way I Out of the way I [Stray Man looks 
tip at houses, then goes slowly out left.] 

[Enter, right, two Charwomen.] 

First Charwoman [staring straight in front of her, 
and never stopping to take breaiJi]. And it runs right 
down my back an' the doctor 'e says it ain't me liver 
an* 'e says it ain't me kidney an' 'e says me 'eart's all 
right though I do 'ave palpitations but 'e says me 
nerves is out of order an' that's what I say an' can 
you wonder at it the life I lead I'm at it I begin at 'alf- 
past five I never stop I never look round all these 
45 years I never sit down I [The Second Char- 

woman is knitting. She occasionally gives a mechanical 
nod, bid otherwise pays no attention to her companion. 
They pass out leftf] 

[Enter from right a Girl, pretty, soft, happy-looking. 
Stands by letter-box. Looks both ways. StroUs 
up and down.] 

Girl \tooking up at sky with a deep sigh of happiness]. 
Lovely dayl [Strolls out right. RigU door opens: 
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Visitor comes out. Young, small, flump, fluffy yellow 
hair. Fussily dressed. With her comes ^ the Hostess. 
Some years older. Angular, tidy, dUlUhaired. Drably 
dressed. They are saying " Good-bye.** They speak 
simultaneously, and in falsely fri&ndly tones, their voices 
sounding in rhythmic beats, the Visitor*s half a beat 
ahead of Hostess* s^ 

Visitor. WeU, it's been delightful. 

Hostess. So nice. 

Visitor. So glad you were in. 

Hostess. So lucky. 

Visitor. Good-bye. 

Hostess. Good-bye. 

Visitor. Crood-bye. 

Hostess. Yoii'll come again ? 

Visitor. So kind. 

Hostess. And yovi've got the recipe ? 

Visitor. For bottled beans. 

Hostess. Good-bye. 

Visitor. Good-bye. 

Hostess. Bottled beans. 

Visitor. Good-bye. 

Hostess. Good-bye. [They have separated and the 
door is nearly closed.] 

Visitor. And I'll send the address. 

Hostess. For the shampoo. 

Visitor. Sunshine shampoo. 

Hostess. So kind. 

Visitor. Good-bye. 

Hostess. Good-bye. [Door closes. Visitor stands 
huUontng gloves, recipe in hand.] 

Visitor [speaking in high-pitched voice]. So you're 
the woman my husband nearly married ... He I 
He 1 He ! Bore. [Tearing up recipe.] With your 
bottled beans- [Hurrynig on.] I couldn't be jealous 
if I tried. He I He 1 He I [She bustles out left. 
Right door opens. Hostess comes out holding a pink 
tulle scarf.] 
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Hostess \looking down street, left]. Coming here with 
her caddc; then leaving this 1 [Contemptuously.] 
You doll. That's what you are. Not a woman — 
a doll. With your Sunshine Shampoo. Dye, you 
mean. [Patise. Speaks with bitter melancholy.] And 
to think that he might have had me. [Is going back 
into house when sees bits of p(^er. Picks them up.] 
Bottled ... Oh ! ... Oh ! If you dare show your 
face here again. [Goes into house. Slams door.] 

[Re-enter from right, the Girl. She is smiling to herself, 
making up some conversation. StroUs up and 
down. Picks up yellow leaflet. Reads title 
mechanically.] 

Girl [reading]. Where — are — ^we — going ? [Drops 
leaflet. A distant clock strikes four. GiH looks both 
ways ; seems disappointed. Suddenly a blissful smile 
as she looks left. She turns, pretending she has seen 
nothing. Is much overcome.] Oh I again, 

then turns again. Uncontrollable smile. Waits by 
letter-box, eyes downcast!] 

[Enter from left a Young Man. A clerk. Thin, shy, 
shuffling walk. They shake hands, then stand 
breathless, at a Zoss.] 

Young Man [hardly knowing what he is saying], Fm 
not late. 

Girl [ditto]. No. 

Young Man [nervously]. Where shall we go ? 

Girl. Where'd you like ? 

Yoiitjg Man. Tea ? 

Girl. Yes. 

Young Man. Or the pictures ? 

Girl. If you like* 

Young Man [after a pause]. Shall we start ? 

Girl. Yes. [A pause.] 

Young Man [more and more breathless]. Lef s start 
then. 

Girl [ditto]. AU right. [Young Man tries to make up 
his mind to kiss her, but can*t.] 
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Young Man, You've got some new beads. 

Girl, Yes. 

Young Man [fingering heads]. Pretty, 

Girl, Yes. 

Young Man [having again tried in vain to kiss her]. 
Stall we start ? 

Girl, Yes. 

Young Man, Let's start then. 

Girl, All right. 

Young Man [after slight pause — breathlessly]. May 

Girl [breathlessly], 11 you like. [He kisses her. They 
pass out left. Slow, Blissful, Their arms creeping 
round each other,] 

[Before they disappear enter from left Stray Man,] 

Stray Man, Excuse me, can you [Sees it is 

no use,] 

[Enter very quickly, from left, the Visitor, Rings 
hell at r%ght door. Stray Man is going to her, 
when door is opened by Hostess, scarf in hand. 
They speak simultaneously. Hostess helping to 
put scarf round Visitor's neck, and in doing so 
getting cuff cai^ht in fringe of Visitor's veil. 
Their voices soimd in rhythmic beats, crescendo 
into violent animosity, then, as they free them- 
selves, down again into gri/iming rnanners^ 

Visitor [her voice half a heat ahead of Hostess's], 
It's for my scarf. So sorry. Thank you. So kind. 
Good-bye. One moment. Take care. You've got 
my veil. Let go. Don’t tear. Keep still. What 
are you doing ? Really I You're tearing it. For 
Heaven's sake ! Donkey I , That's right. So 
sorry. Stupid of me. Thank you. Not at aU, 
Good-bye. Good-bye. So kind. And I'll send the 
address. Sunshine Shampoo. Good-bye. And I've 
got the recipe. Good-bye. For bottled beans. 
Good-bye. 

Hostess [simultaneously with above]. For your scaxl 
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Allow me. That's right. Good-bye. Good-bye. 
Keep still. One moment. Take care. You've caught 
my deeve. Stand still. Let go. Don't puU, T^e 
care. How can I ? Don*t tug. Idiot / . . . That's 
better. My fault. Not at all. So sorry. Of course. 
Good-bye. You'll come again ? Good-bye. For the 
^ampoo. Yes. Good-bye. [Door is dosing. Sjlieaks 
sourly, the pieces of the recipe dill in her hani\. For 
bottled beans. Yes . . . Yes . . . Good-bye. [Stray 
Man, who has stood by, attempts to waylay VisitorJ] 

Stray Man. Excuse me, madam 

Visitor. Donkey 1 [Visitor harries out left. Hostess 
peeps her face out of door to scowl after Vis%tori\ 

Stray man [approaching. Excuse 

Hostess. Brat I [Slams door. Stray Man looks at 
his envelope very closely.] 

[Enter, right, the Child.] 

Stray Man. Now look 'ere, little 'un 

Child [riding across on her scooter]. Out of the way. 
Out of the way. Out of the way. 

[Enter, Ufi, Second Charwoman, Posts a leUer. 

On her return, Stray Man waylays her.] 

Stray Man. Excuse me, missus, I want to explain. 
It's like this. I 

Second Charwoman. It's no use saying nothing to 
me, yer know. I'm deaf. [Exit left, A fire engine 
is heard passing in the distance. Stray Man looks up 
at houses, then goes out righti] 

[Enter from left a Professor, elderly, and a 
SUident, yotmg, ancemic. They are deep in 
conversation.] 

Professor. Ah, yes ; in my opinion th^e is no doubt 
we are passing through a most interesting phase. 
Student [in a tenor voice]. Quite so. Quite so. 
Professor. A most interesting phase. [Slowly, em- 
phatically, and coming almost to a standstill^ And the 
problems that confront our generation are . ♦ . firstly 
• . . [He is looking for his matches^ 

(8,U8) 
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\Two young Shop Girls have entered right. They 
walk briskly across.] 

First Shop Girl [quickly]. No, I don't call Jack a 
nice boy. 

Second Shop Girl [all in one breath]. Funny I call 
Jack a nice boy I don't call George a nice boy. 

Professor. Tbis question of new values. [Second 
Shop Girl stops at left doorstep to do up her shoelace.] 

First Shop Girl. Now Sidney, 'e is a nice boy. 

Professor. But let me explain what I mean. 

First Shop Girl. I did enjoy myself last night. 

Professor. It's like this. 

First Shop Girl [quite overcome by the memory of it], 
I did enjoy myself last night. 

Student [extremely tenor]. But surely, professor, 
what matters ... is tliat Society should promote 
tlie sum of those forces . , . that while indubitably 
advantageous to the race generally , . . yet contri- 
bute to me development of desirable and life-enhancing 
activities ... in the case of the individual. 

[Shop Girls giggle at him.] 

Professor. No . . . no, my dear fellow, it's not so 
simple as that. [Professor and Student pass out right.] 

Second Shop Girl. Killing 1 [Returning to their own 
affairs.] I say, did he kiss you ? 

First Shop Girl, Kiss me ? [Whistles at the memory 
Koo, my dear ! 

Second Shop Girl [picking up leaflet], 'UUo. What's 
this ? [Reads.] “^hcre are we going ? " 

Firsi Shop Girl [overcome^ ecstatic] Oh, I did enjoy 
myself last night. [They pass out left.] 

[Enter, left, an Old Lady, Very old-fashioned. 
Black silk cape.] 

Old Lady [smiling to herself]. Delightful. Yes, 
that's deUghtful. [She is half-way across when she 
stops and clasps her skirt,] Gracious ! Oh, my 

f racious 1 Never, in all my lue. . . , [Looks down at 
er feet,] Now it's on the ground. [Her petticoat 
( 3 , 168 ) 2 
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appears round Iter ankles. She looks hoik ways, Tlien^ 
horrified,]^ And here comes . . . My heavenly 
gracious, if it's not Mr. ... 

[Enter, right, an Elderly Gentleman, Raises his haU 
They shake hands1\ 

Elderly Gentleman, How arc you ? 

Old Lady [all of a jhdteT'\, How do you do ? 

Elderly Gentleman, It's a long time smce we've 
met. 

Old Lady [much embarrassed and smiUn^, Yes, yes. 

Elderly Gentleman [pointing right}. If you're coming 
tliis way, I'll come a httle way with you. 

Old Lady, Thank you, no. I wasn't going that 
way. 

Elderly Gentleman, Then perhaps you'll come a little 
way with me ? 

Old Lady [at a loss, still smiling. Thank you, no. I 
was just standing. . . . Such a charming day. 

Elderly Gentleman [expansively}. Delightful, isn't it ? 

Old Lady, Real summer. 

Elderly Gentleman, Ah, yes. It’s the summer. It's 
the summer. [Pause, Old Lady sighs and simpers,] 

Old Lady, You'll be thinking of fidoing soon. 

Elderly Gentleman, I shall indeed. 

Old Lady, Yes. Such a charming occupation. 
[More and more miserable, yet stiU smiling,} Beautiful 
clouds, [Tries to st^ out of petticoat} 

EUeYlyGmlkinxin\jgadngrigh(\, Fascinating. That 
one there. Look at it, sailing along like some great 
salmon. 

Old Lady [stooping to her petticoaf}. Exactly like a 
salmon, isn't it ? 

Elderly Gentleman [gazing immediately above her 
head\. You're quite right. One could stand here for 
ever watching these clouds. 

Old Lady [erect]. Yes , * . er , . , [pause}. Per- 
haps you wouldn't mind posting this letter for me ? 
[Takes letter from bag,] 
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Elderly Gentleman, Certainly. [Old Lady stoop& 
to her petticoat, J^t before he geU to the leUer-box,^ 
One moment. Tnis has been posted before. 

Old Lady [spreading her skirt over petticoat']. You 
don't say so ? 

Elderly Gentleman [laughing]. Lucky I noticed it, 
wasn't it ? 

Old Lady [returning letter to ha^. Dear me, dear me. 

Elderly Gentleman, But won't you come for a little 
stroll ? 

Old Lady [utterly at a Zoss], Really ... I can't ex- 
plain , . , but I don't seem to want to stir. 

Elderly Gentleman [settling down with a deep sigh of 
contentment]. Well, upon my word, no more do I. 
[Girl and Young Man pass through left to right. Arms 
round each other. Kissing,] Well I never 1 The 
manners of young people have changed since our 
young days. Eh, what ? 

Old Lady, I'm quite sure we never ... I mean, I 
never ... I mean . . . not quite like that, did we ? 

Elderly Gentleman [sfill gazhig after them]. Upon my 
word ! 

Old Lady [having deliberately dropped her handker- 
chief in front of her]. Oh, look. The young woman 
has dropped her handkerchief. Do run wter her 
with it. 

Elderly Gentleman [picking it up]. Really, one 
hardly likes to disturb them. 

Old Lady, Oh, but, please. She may begin to sneeze. 
Or — ^if her nose ^ould bleed. So very awkward. 

tries to step out of her petticoat while Elderly 
Gentleman reluctantly ^oes after them. He stops 
by letter-box and examines handkerchief ] 
[Re-enter Stray Man, right] 

Stray Man. Excuse me, madam 

Old Lady, Oh, go away. 

Stray Man. It's only, madam 

Old Lady [hurriedly]. Do go away ! Do go away I 
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Stray Man, I only 

Old Lady, Do go away, I implore you. 

{Stray Man goes slowly otd, right] 
Elderly Gentleman, Hallo I Ha, ha I Look here. 
[Returning handkerchief to her,] Your own initials. 
Old Lady, How siQy of me 1 
Elderly Gentleman, I*m very sharp lo-day, eh, 
what ? 

Old Lady, Yes, indeed. 

Elderly Gentleman, You don’t mind if I smoke ? 
Old Lady, Oh, please, [Elderly Gentleman moves 
away a Uitte and lights a cigar,] 

[Enter Professor and Student, right Still deep in 
conversation,] 

Professor, And that, in my opinion, is the crux of 
feho whole matter. 

Student Quite so. Quite so, 

]Occasi(ynalh the Old Lady gives a kick to herpeUicoat] 
Professor, The crux of the whole matter. In fact, 
it is upon the answer to that question that the whole 
future of Society depends. 

Student [tenor]. And yet, professor, while I agree 
that it is important mat we should reach some 
fmmxda , , , that will give expression to the direc- 
tion we should wish to see pursued by the com- 
munity, so to speak, in its corporate capacity , , . 
surely there is danger that we become so tied to 
that formula, so to speak, qua formula , , , that the 
happiness and spontaneity of the individual become 
— well — ^merely— so to speak — one more formula. 

Professor, My dear fellow, as you know, I’ve written 
four long books saying precisely that very, thing. 

[They pass out] 

Student [his voice heard o^. Quite so. Quite so. 
Old Lady, Interesting taOc one overhears. 

Elderly Gentleman [who has been enjoying watching 
the clouds], I wasn't listening, I thought they were 
foreigners. What were they discussing ? 



THIRTY MINUTES IN A STREET 21 
Old Lady. I didn't catch it quite all. Something 
about ... so to speak. . . , {Suddenly points up to 
sky on farther side of Elderly Gentleman^ Look ! 
Elderly Gentleman [looking tip,] What ? 

Old Lady [kicking h&r petticoat behind her]. An aero- 
plane. 

Elderly Gentleman. Where ? 

Old Lady [stooping to her petticoaf]. There 1 
Elderly Gentleman. Where ? 

Old Lady [still stooping to her petticoat and not looking 
at the sky at all]. There I 
Elderly Gentleman. Where ? 

Old Lady. There I 

Elderly Gentleman. I don't see it. 

Old Lady [thinking she is now free, and taking a step 
towards him]. Dear me, no more do I. Perhaps it 
was only a pigeon. [Elderly Gentleman laughs.] Shall 
we come a little way ? [ 5 /ze shotm the way left.] 
Elderly Gentleman. Oh, enchanted. 

Old Lady. And tell me, how many bull-dogs have 
you now ? [They go out left, talking. The petticoat, 
still caught by the end of its long string, follows her o%it. 
Sound of newspaper cry.] 

Voice [heard crying offlefi]. Crisis. Startling Reve- 
lations. Crisis. 

[Enter, left, a Musician, young, long hair, emo- 
tional voice. Has just bought a paper.] 
Musician [having at last found the page he wants]. 
Concerts . . . 7.45. [Puts paper under arm and 
posts some letters, retaining one at which he gazes 
rapturously.] My love. My joy. My heaven. 
[Takes letter out of envelope. Scribbles a P.S.] Seven- 
forty-five. [Closes letter, kisses it, then posts it. Left 
door opens. Hostess comes out. Dreary. Cross.] I 
shall see her to-morrow evening. What will she say ? 
Hostess [reading her postcard]. Mutton. Scrag end. 

[Poste it and goes in again.] 
[Meanwhile, Musician has rung bed at left door. 
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Lefi window is opened by Actor, He is dressed as 
a mfykikey, but wears no mask. Has a mild face.] 
Actor. Hullo I It's you, [Withdraws!] 

Musician, I say, I’ve written to her. 

Voice [heard ojf]. Crisis. Startling Revelations. 
Crisis. 

Actor [opening door. Much pleased and excite!]. I 
say, have you heard ? IVe got a part in “ Pop, Pop.” 
The monkey's part. My dress rehearsal begins in haK 
an hour. 

Musician. Splendid. yZlutcMn^ his friend's arm, 
on a deep note, dramaticalty.] I've written to her. 

AUor. Have you 1 Good. But get me a taxi. I 
must start at once. 

Musician [on a higher note. Loud. Exalte!]. I've 
written to her. 

Actor. I brought this wretched costume home to 
practise that tail dance, and I've no time to change. 

Musician. I've tom open my heart before her. 
What will she say I 

Actor. Quick, a taxi ... I must start . . . 

Musician. But what will she say ! 

Actor. Do buck up, old boy. [Musician starts going 
out, right, head in air.] 

Musician. My love. My joy. [He disappears!] 

Actor [calling after hini]. At once. 

Musician [voice heard off]. My heaven. 

Actor. A taxi. [Closes door.] 

[Enter, lefi, Old Lady, her petticoat still running after 

h^.] 

Old Lady [smilhtg]. That was very clever of me. 
Very clever. I escaped while he was bu 3 dng a news- 
jiaper. [Loofts round her.] But where is it ? I 
made sure I left it on this doorstep, [Sees it. Horri- 
fied.] Oh I Oh ! And I've asked him to tea to- 
morrow. [/s going to pick it up, almost in tears. Looks 
left!] What? . , . No. . , . [Loud with distress at 
Sight of Elderly Gentleman approaching!] My heavenly 
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OTacious, yes. Here he comes again. [QuiokJy cofnes 
forward, close to leUer-hox, Stands on pMcoad. Waits^ 
facing forward.] 

\lSnter Stray Man, right.] 

Stray Man, Excuse me, Tn aHam 

Old Lady [escaping round the letter-box with horrified 
whispers]. Do go away. Do go away. My gracious, 
man, you^IL send me mad. [Sound of newspaper cry,] 
Voice [ojf]. Crisis. Startling revelations. Crisis. 
[Re-enter, left, the Elderly Gentleman, absorbed in news^ 
paper,] 

Elderly Gentleman. Astounding. Stupendous. 

"'A pike weighing tliirty-three pounds. 
Forty-nine inches long.*^ Forty-nine inches long I 
Astounding ! 

Stray Man, Excuse me, sir 

Elderly Gentleman [looking at Stray Man over top 
of paper]. Stupendous 1 [Passes out, right. Sirov 
Man watches Old Ladyi] ^ 

Old Lady. Now, you dare I [Stray Man shrugs his 
^oulders. Turns and stands looking up at Hous^, 
Old Lady tugs her petticoat free, and tries to stuff it into 
the letter-box.] The postman shall give it to his wife. 


[Hurries out, left.] 
[Enter, right, Curate,] 

Stray Man. Excuse me, sir. I want to explain. 

It s like this. I'm a bit blind, and I can't 

Curate [smtling amiahly]. One moment. It was you 
who accosted me before, if I remember right ? 

Stray Man. May be. I want to explain, Fm a bit 
blind, and I can't 


Curate, Ho, ho 1 Still on the same spot. No, no, 
my good friend, no, no. We are all of us a little bit 
btod. [Gives him a leaflet. Stray Man turns away 
disgusted. Drops leaflet. Curate goes out smiling,] 
[Enter from right Girl and Young Man, iheit arms 
around each other, gazing into each other's eyes. 
Stray Man looks at them hopelessly,] 



24 ten modern plays 

\Eniey from left, rtmiing hard, a Husband. No 
hat on. In avoiding the Stray Man he collides 
with the Lovers, separating themj] 

Husband [loud, excited, and still running. Sorry. 

Fetch a doctor. Baby. [Disappears rigM.'\ 

[Lovers, undisturbed, come together again and pass 
out left. Stray Man rings bell at right door. 
Hostess ^ens.] 

Stray Man. Excuse me- 


He is now dressed as a 

of it. [He goes along 
anxiously.] My taxi. 


Hostess [pointing to notice " No Hawkers '*]. Can^t 
you read ? [Slams door,] 

Stray M an [looks at his envelope. Sighs]. Patience! 

[Goes wearily out left.] 

[Actor comes out of the door. 

monkey, mask and all.] 

Actor. My taxi. No sign 
street right. Waits, Speaks 
[Goes out right.] 

[Enter Rich Lady, left. She has one glove off, and 
is pinning a large red rose to the front of her dress. 
Takes small mirror from her bag, looks herself 
up and down. Rearranges rose in dffereni 
positions. Muses triumphantly.] 

Rich Lady. A rose. A red rose. Ree-markably 
becoming. [Holds mirror close to face.] Ha I If I 
haven't a smut 1 Hal To have arrived at a recep- 
tion with a smut 1 [Is wetting her little finger to remove 
smut, when Actor returns.] 

[Lady screams. Drops glove, rose, and mirror, and 
oolts through door Actor has left open. Slams 
it.] 

Actor, Confound it ! [He bangs at door.] Open the 
door. Open. I’m not a gorilla. No, no, no. I’m 
in ** Pop, Pop." You know. The New Revue : 

— rir 


Pop, Pop. 
Lady screams.^ 
This is awful.' 


[Lifts lid of letter-box and peeps through. 


Pop, Pop." 
My r^earsal, 


^ctor comes awdyi] 
Some one must get 


me a taxi. [Go^s right. Enter, left. Second Shop Girl, 
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Is about to post a letter when she sees Actor. Gasps. 
Chokes with horror. Actor takes her by the wnst. 
Speaks reassuringly.] Please don’t be alarmed, but 

I wonder if you womd mind 

Shop Girl \£aspin^. No, no. 

Actor. It’s aU right. I want a taxi. Oh, Lord. 
[Shop Girl faints in his arms. Actor lets her down to 
the ground.] I'm in ” Pop, Pop." You know. The 
new revue, " Pop, Pop." [Shouts in her ear.] " Pop, 
Pop." 

[Enter, left, Child on scooter.] 

Child. Out of the way. Out of the way. 

f ets off scooter. Stares at Actor, much interested.] 
lullo. 

Actor. It’s all right. Quite all right. Don't be 
frightened. 

Child. Whatever are you ? 

Actor. It’s quite all right. Don't be frightened. 
Child. You’re a man, dressed up. 

[She looks at Shop Girl.] 
Actor. But, of course. Now, look here, my child, 
I want you to do something for me. Will you run 
along until you see a taxi ? 

Child [pointing to Shop Girl]. Is that your wife ? 
Actor. No. No. No, But listen to me. 

Child [catching hold of his tail]. You’ve got a tail. 

[Dances round him, laughing and singing.] 
Actor. Yes, but . . . Yes, but . . . 

Child [sees rose ; jumps over Shop Girl]. 0-oh 1 

[Picks it up, smelis itl] 
Actor. Now, listen to me. Will you run along until 
you see a taxi ? 

Child [drinking in the scent]. How lovely. 

[A fire engine is heard passing.] 
Actor. Yes, but listen. I want a taxi. 

Child [having flung rose away]. Listen! D’you 
know what I am ? A fire engine. {Running to her 
scooter she has left on the ground.] Ting a ling a ling 
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a ling. Good-bye. [She- rides out right.] Out of the 
way! Out of the way 1 
Actor [following her]. Stop. Hi I 
[Enter, left. Old Lady. Sees Shop Girl, who is begin- 
ning to recover.] 

Old Lad^. My gracious ! Adventure upon adven- 
ture. Wait a moment. I have a little brandy. 
[Takes a small brandy bottle from her hag. Actor 
returns and stands behind Old Lady. Girl suddenly 
sees Actor. Screams. Crouches down. Old Lacy 
drops bottle and moves backwards, much startled.] 
Don't scream at me, my dear. Don't scream. [She 
backs right into Actor. Turns. Gasps. Hardly knows 
what she is saying.] How do you do ? How do you 
do ? [With immense control, speecMess contortions, 
yet politest of smiles, she hows and backs out 
right.] 

Actor [backing leff\. It's quite all right. Quite all 
right. Quite all right. [Shop (^rl has ducked her 
head and is crottching, petrified. Enter, left. Girl and 
Young Man, thdr arms sUll round each other, still 

O into each other's eyes. Actor goes up to them. 

j, reasonably.] I say, I'm a^uUy sony. I 
don’t want to bother you. But the fact is, my rehearsal 
begins in a few minutes. Of course, I don't want to 
bother you, but if you diould see a taxi I should be so 
very grateful. [Lovers walk on, unaware ; he follows.] 
I don't want to bother you, I know I'm a frightful 
nuisance, but the fact is, my rehearsal, you see ... I 

hate bothering you, but the fact is 

[They all three pass out right. Actor talking hard, 
Lco&rs still sublimely oUimous. Sound of news-- 
paper cry.] 

Voice [ojfj. Crisis. Startling revelations. Crisis. 

[Enter, left. Curate, lookmg at newspaper.] 
Curate. Dear me. Incredible. In one month two 
hundred and twenty-three cases of diunkenness. 
VWiat a world, [Turns page.] And the divorces. 
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[Sees Shop Girl,] My poor young woman. [Bends 
over her,] I fear you are not well. [He supports 
her,] 

Shop Girl [nmrnmrin^. That creature. 

Curate, What did you say ? 

Shop Girl, That creature I 

Curate, You saw a creature ? Oh, no, no, no ! 

Shop Girl, Yes. Yes. Yes. 

Curate, What sort of a creature ? 

Shop Girl [murmuring. With a tail. 

Curate [gazing up], A tail ? Then you 

have seen a vision. Did this — er — creature seem to 
say anything ? 

Shop Girl. Pop, Pop. 

Curate, What did it say ? 

Shop Girl. Pop, Pop, 

Curate [reassured and reassuring. No, no, no, no. 
Quite impossible. Something has upset you. 
brandy bottle,] What's this ? 

Sh^ Girl [weakly]. Give me. . . . 

Curate [holding up brandy bottle], Ahl I might 
have guessed. Very sad. And so young. Tzl Tzl 
Tz 1 [Gentty reproachful, distressed, yet full of hope,] 
My young friend, I have here a little leaflet [He 
is pulling a yellow leaflet from his pocket when — Re-enter 
^ Actor ] — entitled 'V^ere are we " 

Actor. I say, would you mind 

Girl screams, but pulls herself together, rises 
and crosses to letter-box. Curate gc^ps, hits the 
air between him and the Actor with his large 
umbrella, and jun^s up and down,] 

Curate [hyst^cally]. Go away ! Go away 1 Ha ! 
Go away. 

Actor, I’m in Pop, Pop.” 

[^timumsty]. Go away. Go away. 

Actor hhoutin^. Pop, Pop I Pop, Pop I Pop, 
Fop I [At last he seizes the umbrella that is stiU being 
brandished at him, and is now half open, wests it from 
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the Curate, puts it up for a screen and runs out right, 
calling.'] Taxi 1 Taxi 1 Taxi 1 

[Meanwhile the Shop Girl, plucking up her sMrts, has 
run out left, as hard as she can tear.] 

Curate [fielding himself alone, still half dazed]. 1 . . . 
I'm gkd 1 kept calm. But my umbrella. . . . Ah, I 
should have guessed. The scoundrel. A common 
thief. As for that young woman, why, of course, 
his accomplice. As for this [picks up brandy bottle], 
and this [picks up white kid glove], and this [pic^ 
up rose], and this [picks up mirror], and . . . [pulls 
petticoat out of letter-box. Stands much puzzled, look- 
ing from object to object.] Puzzling, to say the least. 

[Enter, left, the two Charwomen.] 

First Charwoman. An' it was about 'alf-past eleven 
I was taken bad . . . [They stare at the Curate.] 
'Ullo. . . . 

Curate. Now don’t stand gaping at me, my good 
women. Pass along. Pass along. 

Second Charwoman. A little bit daft, [They go on.] 
First Charwoman. It was about 'alf-past eleven. I 
'adn't 'ad nothing, only them two kippers for tea, 
an’ I thought I should a’ died. All across my 
stomach and right down my back. My 'usband 
'e give me brandy, an’ 'e give me gin, an’ 'e send my 
little gel for a nice drop o’ rum. [They pass out right.] 
Curate [shaking his head as he looks after them]. What 
a world. But these. [Looks at objects.] Ah I Ques. 
I shall take them straight to the pohee. [There comes 
a moan from the Rich Lady within Actor* s house. 
Curate approaches the door. Another moan. After 
some hesHation the Curate lifts lid of letter-box and 
peeps. Rich Lady screams. Curate turns.] What 
docs it mean ? [Examines his face in mirror^ 
Nothing amiss. [Be peeps again, hick Lady screams 
again. Curate turns. Shakes his head.] This is not 
a nice street, [He takes from his pocket a yellow leaflet 
and slips it through letter-box. (Going out right, glove, 



THIRTY MINUTES IN A STREET 29 

and peUicoat in one hand, brandy boitle and rose 
in the other,] Where, where are we going ? 
empty for a while. Then slowly, stealthily, Rich Lady 
opens door. Still moans under her breath. Her bosom 
heaves. She looks both ways. Comes oui^ 

Rich Lady \looking everywhere on ground and wo- 
lenily dabbing her face with large powder puff]. My 
glove. My rose. My mirror. Oh, my reception, 
\Enter, left. Stray Man. He looks worn out^ 

Stray Man. Excuse me, madam 

Rich Lady [shouting at him]. Where's my glove ? 
Where's my rose ? Where's my mirror ? 

Stray Man [puzzled, yet persistent]. If you please, 
madam 

Rich Lady [having looked everywhere, returning to 
Stray Man and storming at him]. Have you picked up 
my glove? My glove? My rose? My mirror? 
I'm on my way to a reception. 

Stray Man [quietly but firmly taking her by the wris^. 
Look here, madam. No. Don't struggle. If you 
please. 

Rich Lady. WiE you let go ? 

Stray Man. No, madam. I won't let go. I've bin 
in this street a whole half-hour, and I carnt stand it no 
longer. 

Rich Lady [exploding with indignation]. This is 
outrageous. 

Stray Man. Listen, madam. [For a moment she 
gapes at Mm speechless.] I've come ninety miles. 

Rich Lady [struggling]. You brute. 

Stray Man. And I’m blind. 

Rich Lady. You beast. Will you let go ? 

Stray Man. No, madam. Listen. [Again she 
gapes at Mm speechless.] I can't read the numbers of 
these houses, I want number a hundred and eighty- 
five. 

Rich Lady [struggling. Pree-posterous. 

Stray Man. A hundred and eighty-five, madam. 



30 TEN MODERN PLAYS 

Rich Lady [j>mhing him back, centre, and on to 
doorstep of No. 185]. Outrageous. 

Stray Man [collapsing on to doorstep], A hundred 
and eighty-five ? 

Rich Lady, You’re drunk. [Flinging the word hack 
at him,] Drunk ! [She is hurrying out right. Sud- 
denly stops. Turns, Chokes with terror and tears out 
left. Upon her heels comes the Actor, still under um- 
brella.] 

Actor, Taxi I Taxi ! [Upon Actor's heels comes 
the Curate leaping along, glove, rose, and petticoat flying!] 

Curate, Stop thief. Stop thief. [Stray Man looks 
helplessly at passing procession, A distant barrel- 
organ can be heard,] 

Stray Man [exhaustedly]. Noise. Noise, Noise, As 
you like. Shut yer eyes. Shut yer ears. I’m going 
to sleep. [Leans against side of door. Closes his 
eyes, A fire engine is heard passing. Very soon a 
Servant appears at window above cenWe door. Shakes 
a duster,] 

First Servant, 'Ow them fire engines keep going by, 
[Another Servant appears,] 

Second Servant, Yes. Can't see anything. Can 
you ? 

First Servant, Over there. Smoke, ain’t it ? 

Second Servant. Oh yes. Oh yes. Must be big 
fire. I say, give us a ’and with this. [She pushes a 
dirfy piece of carpet out of the window.] 

First Servant [helping her and grimacing. My word. 
It don't 'arf stink. 


Second Servant, Yes, *Asn*t been shook, not lor 
months. Catch 'old. Shut yer eyes. [They shake the 
carpet. Fluff and dmt be^n to pour down upon the 
Stray Man, He is too tired to take any notice. His 
hat and shoulders become covered with dust. At last 


he is seized with a fit of coughing.] 

First Servant, 'UUo. There^s a man sitting on our 
doorstep. 
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Second, Servant Look 'ere, mister, you get off our 
doorstep. [Stray Man begins to rise.] 

Stray Man [looking up]. Can you 

First Servant Now you get off our doorstep. 

Stray Man [raising his voic^. Can you 

Second Servant No. You get off our doorstep. 
Stray Man, I've come ninety miles. I'm blind. 
Second Servant Now don't you stand there argu- 
fying. Be off with you. 

Stray Man [holding tip his envelope. Booming it 
out]. Ninety miles. Listen. Ninety miles. I'm 
blind. 

First Servant [at the same time as Stray Man], 
Now you get off our doorstep. Do you *ear me ? 
D'you 'ear what T say ? Get off our doorstep. 

Second Servant [shrieking at hini]. Now you just 
stop ffiat arguing. 

Stray Man, Listen [shaking his envelope]. Look. 
Listen. 

First Servant [same time as Stray Man], D'you 'ear 
us? D'you 'ear what we say? Be off with you. Be off. 
Stray Man [resigned and utterly weary], AU right. 
All right. Shut ycr eyes. Shut yer ears. Shut yer 
doors. I'm going home. 

Second Servant, The himpudeiice. [Servants dis-^ 
appear, Sound of barrel-organ still heard. Stray 
Man makes as though to tear up envelope, but stops. 
Puts envelope to his eyes close,] 

Stray Man [reading, U-R-G-E-N-T. " Urgent." 
[Enter, right, the Child, She is nursing her rag doll. 
Stray Man goes up to her, speaks desperately^ 

Stray Man, Now look 'ere, little un 

Child [ed^g away from him and lifting one finger]. 
Hush! . . .Don't wake her. She's asleep. Hush I . . . 
[ 4 s Curtain falls she moves on left, finger still raised, 
still whispering: Hushl . . . Stray Man is seen moving 
wearily wt rights 
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THE HOUSE WITH THE TWISTY 
WINDOWS 

The Scene is the cellar of a house in Petro^ad, 
There is a mail grated window high up in the right walh 
A door up left opens into a second cellar. In the 
middle of the hack wall two or three steps lead up to a 
heavy ^ locked door which gives on the staircase. It is 
about nine o'clock on a night of early autumn. The 
cellar is lit with electric Ught^ihe bulb fitted with an ini'- 
provised shade- — and is furnished with a table down right, 
with three dilapidated chairs, and a rough camp bed 
against the wall down left. Upon this Charlie Clive 
is lying, in an attilMde of abandonment to emotion rather 
than illness. Some under-garments are hanging on a 
clothes-line stretched across above the bed. A looking- 
^iss hangs on the right wall, and in front of this James 
Roper, a rather desiccated-looking barrister of 55, is 
anxiously arranging the scarf which serves him for a 
collar. He^ then turns his attention to his shoes, and 
sitting down left of ike table, surreptitiously fries to 
polish them with his coat-sleeve. While he is doing this 
Clive sits up. He is a young fellow of 25, whose natur- 
ally boyish and open face is furrowed out of all likeness 
to its ordinary self. He watches for a moment, then 
bursts Old. 

CUve. What’s the earthly good of doing that ? 

Roper. I beg your pardon ? 

Clive, I said — ^what the dickens d'yon think you’re 
doing ? 

Roper [nodding towards the inner door']. That door 
lets everything throu^ directly you raise your voice* 
You aren’t m aking tmngs easier for the 'women. 
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CUve. I cm't help it, Roper. To see you sitting 
there polishing your shoes 

Roper. Only wish I was 1 

CItve. 1 can*t stick it, I tell you — I can't stick it 
. . . you sitting there while Anne . . . Oh, God ! it’s 
enough to drive one crazy ! 

[He flings himself down on the hed again. The inner 
door opens cautiously, and Lady Ponting, her 
head enveloped in a shawl, steals in.^ 

Lady Ponting. Mr. Roper-*— how's poor Charlie ? 

Roper \dryly\. Poor Charlie's just the same as he's 
been for the last hour, thank you, Lady Ponting. 

Lady Ponting. Heather can hear him quite 
plainly 

Roper, I know, I know. . . . \PuUing his coat on.] 
Look here, isn't it nearly supper-time ? 

Lady Ponting \retrealmg a step]. Oh, I beg 3 ^our 
pardon. Were you dressing ? 

Roper. Hum — ^well ... if you like to call it 
dressing 

Lady Pouting. My watch has stopped, you know, 

{Exit into other room.] 

Roper. The deuce it has ! Not a timepiece left 
between us. Six weeks — ^weVe been shut up here six 
weeks, and it's gone perfectly 

Clive. What's it matter? Everyth^ will stop 
to-night, you'll see. The Commissar said they'd keep 
Anne ten minutes, and she's been away an hour. I 
nev^ believed in fate before, but I do now. Things 
are right on us happening . . . happening to Anne 

Roper {walking over to him]. Now look here, Charles, 
simply because you're engaged to Anne, you're letting 
your nerves run away with you 

Clive. I'm not the only one. We’re all as nervy as 
we can stick. 

Roper. ^ Nervy — ^nonsense i Why should we be ? 
Ame's in no danger so far as we know— they've 
pitched on her to question about this fellow. Derrick 
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Moore, merely because she happens to have some 

knowledge of Russian 

Clive, I wish to God she*d never learnt their foul 
language 1 

Roper. We might as well widi we*d never meddled 
with their foul legal business — ^and I’ve no doubt Lady 
Ponting’s very sorry she ever took her nieces out to 

stay with their relations in this foul city 

Clive, Don’t make a jest of it, for Heaven’s sake 1 
Roper, But after all, we’re a lot of English people 
together, and we’d make a bit of a spladi if we sank, 
Clive. Then why don't they set us free ? 

Roper. You know perfectly well that we’re hostages 
for that ass, Derrick Moore, who’s been raising Cain 

with his counter-revolutionary speeches 

Clive. I hope they catch him to-night J I hope 
tlvsy flay him alive when they get him 1 I'd help 'em 
— ^willingly-^ 

Roper [mth a stern hand on his shoulder\ You can’t 
help Anne by giving way to that sort of beastliness. 

As to what’s happening up there 

Clive, I can tell you what’s happening. Derrick 
Moore’s Anne’s cousin, and they think she Imows where 
he is. She won’t speak, of course — ^nothing on earth’ll 
make Anne speak when she doesn’t want to — and 

they’ll — they’H [Starting up,} Jim, I can't 

stand it any longer 1 I don't care wnat I do — stupefy 

myself — anything [He whips a small bottle out of 

hispoohetl\ 

Roper, What’s that ? Give it to me, Clive. 

Chve, I don't know what it is . . . laudanum, I 
guess 

Roper, Where did you get it ? 

Chve. Out of the other room. [He uncorks the 
bottle^ 

Roper, Give it here. [He struggles with Clive, gets 
the bottle away, and throws it down on the floor!} You 
fool ! you utter fool 1 [A hell clangs outside,} Supper 
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at last I You'll jolly well fetch it for us this time, 
Charles. 

Clive, I can’t. Look at my hand — shaking 

Roper, We shan’t weep if you do spill some of the 
soup, 

\fhe door at the hack is opened by an armed soldier,] 
There's Stepan — ^go on, quick 1 [He almost pushes 
Clive out] 

[Lady Renting now enters from the inner room. 
Under the circumstances her general appearance 
is little less than marvellous. Her elegant Uttle 
figure is clad in semi-evening dress^ and a frizz 
of would-be golden hair surmounts a face skilftdly 
made up to hide the fact that she is Roper* s con- 
temporary,] 

Roper [coming down centre]. Wonderful as ever, 
Lady Pouting I When I get back to England my 
first care shall be to start a newspaper c^ed Tne 
Daily Marvel, solely devoted to you. 

Lady Ponting [delighted]. Then I shall start one 
called The Dauy Flatterer, you naughty man I But 
I think it's so important to keep up appearances before 
these dreadful Bolsheviks, don't you ? [She pats her 
hair anxiously,] You don’t by any chance see any- 
thing unusual about me, do you ? 

Roper, Only in the sense that all mirades are 
imusual. . . . Oh, dash ! Sorry, Lady Ponting — it's 
aU right . . . but don't look behind you. [He rushes 
to the clothes-line, collects the garments, and sAufs 
them hodiiy into the bed,] You didn't notice any- 
thing unusual in here, I hope ? 

Lady Ponting [rnenda<nously]. No — unless there 
were some socl« hanging out to dry. . . . [Sits left 
of table,] 

Roper, Socks ? Oh yes, yes . . . socks [He 

pauses,] Heather coining in for supper ? 

Lady Ponting, Presentiy, poor cnild. She's rather 
upset— naturally 
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Roper. It's that young ass, Charlefr— though I 
suppose we ought to make allowances for him. 

Lady Pouting. Poor dear boy 1 he's been so brave 
and splendid all this while. 

Roper. The trouble is, he's used up his reserves 
too fast and got nothing left. I've sent him down 
for the supper. Better bdiave as if — ^Hang it ! it ts 
the same as every other night we've spent in this 
beastly place. 

Lady PonUng. But is it ? [She goes up to hint,] 
Mr. Roper, tell me quick, before Heather comes in . . . 
that filing, close by, this morning 

Rop&y. Some casual attack. We're not far from 
the fortress, j^ou know. 

Lady Pouting. But Anne said it wasn't the sort 
of filling they use in an attack 

Roper. If she wasn't in danger at this moment, 
I'd say — Confound Anne 1 

Lady PonUng. But you assured me she wasn't in 
any danger 

Roper. Of course, of course. Must have been 
talking in my sleep. Things get on one's nerves, Lady 
Ponting 

Lady Ponting. I know. But you will tell me what 
it was ? 

Roper. This morning ? VoUey-firing, 

Lady Ponting. Yes ? 

Roper. They were executing prisoners— in batches, 
I should Jud^e. 

Lady Pontiff. Oh, but we couldn't hear any — any 
sounds 

Roper. We could. 

[A pause. Lady Ponting moves hack to her chedr 
visibly perturbed.] 

Lady Ponhng. Mr. Roper, what do you suppose 
will happen to us all if Aime won't answer their ques- 
tions, and Derrick Moore is never caught ? 

Roper. If you don't mind, I'd rather not start 
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f uessing, [Shivering a little, he thrusts his hands into 
ispockeisj] 

Lady PontiT^. You're cold. . . . 

Roper. Winter cornin' on — what ? 

[Heather SorreU appears in the inner doorway with 
Lady Panting' s fur coat over her arm.’\ 

Lady Ponting. We've found something to bum in 
that funny old stove at last — ^the straw-bottomed chair 
gives out quite a good heat. Do go in and get wann. 

Roper. I hope Stepan doesn't start counting the 
furniture. [To Heather.] May I go in? [She nods, 
and as Roper goes into the inner room, comes slowly up 
to Lady Ponting. Heather looks young for her nineteen 
years, Irut there is a pathetic droop to her pretty mouth, 
and her eyes are haunted,] 

Heather [helping Lady Ponting into her coat]. No 
more news of Anne, I suppose ? 

Lady Ponting [vaguely — her eyes roving to the floor]. 
Not yet — ^not news exactly . . , but Mr. Roper says 

she's quite [She stoops quickly and pic^ up the 

bottle,] 

Heather. What is the matter, Auntie ? 

Lady Ponting, My — ^my hair-restorer — on the floor I 
And it's gone — every drop ! 

Heather. Your hair-dye I [She collapses on the 
bed, laughing hdplessly,] So thats why Mr. Roper 
takes so long getting ready for supper ! 

Lady Ponting. How can you be so ridiculous. 
Heather ? James Roper has beautiful hair . , . and 
all his own, and — oh, it's no use trying to hide it — 
know mine looks like streaky bacon to-night. 

Heather [her hysterical amusement collapsing. Oh, 
what does it all matter ? 

Lady Ponting [mth dignity]. You don't realize, 
child — ^just to-mght, when everythin^s going wrong — • 
my watch stopped, and poor Aime having to talk to 
those horrible men, and the filing and everything— 
that's exactly the time when one ought to be loolmg 
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one^s own natural self, [ibises.] Do you happen to 
know where the table-cloth is, my dear ? 

Heather [extracting a piece of newspaper from %mder 
the piUoio]* Here you are — ^it's the only clean piece left. 
[Lady Ponting spreads it over the table,] 

Roper [entering. Can I help you ? 

La^ Ponting. Oh no, thank you. Go and help 
poor Giarlie. They always give you men such terrible 
loads to carry down. 

Roper. Do him good ! 

[The centre door is opened by Stepan, and Clive enters, 
carrying a tray with bread, a small bowl of soup, 
and five porringers ] 

Hullo ! he doesn’t seem to be exactly staggering. [He 
takes the tray and puts it on the table!] Is that really 
all, Charles ? 

Clive. Yes. . . . [He leans against the door with Ms 
hands in his pockets.] 

Roper. Hum • . . Come along, people, and dine. 
Turtle soup and — er — Charlotte Russe. 

[Lady Ponting seats herself at the table facing down 
stage, and Heather listlessly crosses the room and 
sits down on the right, Roper seating himself on 
the left.] 

Heather. Any more news of Anne, Charlie ? 

Clive. No ... I thought I heard her talking, but 
I couldn't be sure 

Lady Ponting [brightly]. And did she soimd quite 
cheerful, Charlie dear ? 

Clive. Cheerful — ^in that devil’s language 1 They 
wouldn’t even let me listen — Stepan threatened to 
shoot me . . . wish he’d done it ! 

Roper. Go and get the salt, Charles. He may go in, 
mayn’t he, Lady Ponting ? 

Lady Ponting. Of course. It’s up on the stove, 
Charlie, to be out of the way of the rats. 

[Clive rouses himself with an effort, and slouches into 
the inner room.] 
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Heather, How frightfully nervy you all are to- 
night 1 

Lady Pcmting, My dear child, I assure you I feel 

perfectly calm, but for that little upset [Her 

hand strays to her hair,^ 

Roper, Never had a fit of nerves in my life. 

Heather, It takes different people different ways. 
Now I can see youVe trying to cover things up aU the 
while, It*s much better to face them. 

Roper, I wish to goodness I knew of an3rthing to 
hide. That’s the whole trouble. We none of us know 
what’s going to happen. [Pours soup into howl and 
passes it to Lady Poniing,] 

Lady Poniing, Oh, I couldn't possibly manage all 
this t 

Roper, There’s plenty more for Heather. [Shout- 
ing,] Salt forward, Charles 1 

Clive [efiiertng]. What ? 

Roper, Didn't you get the salt ? 

Clive, I didn’t look. [Comes down centre and speaks 
accusingly to Heather,] Where’ve you put Anne’s 
photograph ? 

[Roper starts up with an impatient exclamation ^ and 
dashes into the next room,] 

Heather, That snapshot the Commissar’s wife 
took ? I pul it away. 

Clive, That’s it 1 You’re frightened too. 

Heather, Frightened? [She stares ai him with a 
new alarm,] 

Clive, Like aU the rest of us. 

[Roper returns with the salt and seats himself, pushing 
hack his chair a little,] 

Heather, Why are you leaving Auntie and me to 
dine alone in state ? 

Roper, Ask Charles. That’s aU he brought. 

Cltve, I can’t touch it. 

Heather, And I’ve got more than my diare. 
[Empties half her soup back into the howl,] we won’t 
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have another drop till Mr, Roper begins, will we, 
Auntie ? 

Roper- Oh well, I'U eat up Charleses share with 
pleasure. [Falls to, Clive goes down left, and seats 
Mmself on the bottom of the bed, his back turned to the 
others^^ 

Lady PonUng. I can't think why they sent up so 
much less than usual. 

Clive, Can't you ? Same reason as everything else. 

Roper, Ten to one Stepan didn't give any reason. 

Heather, But Stepan did say something, didn't he, 
Charlie ? [CUve nods^ What was it ? I want to 
hear the exact words. 

Clive [slowly']. If you really want to know, I told 
him it was only half rations, and he said, It's aU one : 
it won’t matter to you by the morning.” 

[There is a moment* s dead silencel\ 

Roper, Oh, come, come — 1 take it that it means 
we're going to be released. 

CUve, Think so ? 

Roper, Confound you J I do think so. [He starts 
up and comes to the middle of the room,] "W^at else 
could it mean ? 

Heather [nsing, and coming down to the foot of the 
table], I should think it might mean — something 
quite different. 

Lady Panting. Mr. Roper — ^Heather — ^you haven't 
finished your soup. 

Heather, I don't want any more — ^no, really, 
Auntie. . , . 

Lady PonUng, Very well, dear, I quite understand. 
[Producing a flask,] Would you like a little drop of 
brandy instead ? 

Heather [impaUently], Why should I ? We're not 
all going to be diot at once, I suppose ? 

Lady PonUng, Dear child, how impetuous you 
are I [Comes centre to Roper!] Mr. Roper — a little 
spot now, . . . 
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Roper. I don’t need any fortifying, thanks. You*d 
better stiffen Charles up, or he’ll get on everybody 
clse's nerves as well as his own. [Moves up vigM 
cmtre^ 

Laay Ponting [coming down to Clive]. Charlie — 
just a wee drop ? — a little in the soup ? I know it 
sounds very naughty, but I’m quite sure my cook used 
to put 

Clive. Oh, for Heaven’s sake 1 [He starts up.] 

Heather. Listen I isn’t that Stepan coming back for 
the tray ? 

Clive [going right centre towards the door]. I can’t 
stand tliis I I’m going to find Anne — I'll make him 
take me 

Roper [placing himself between CUve and the door]. 
You know perfectly wcU they won’t let you through, 
[ils Clive strikes out at him blindly^ Behave yourself, 
man ! Good Lord 1 Anne’s not the only woman in 
the world. 

heather. Charlie — ^Mr. Roper — I’m certain I hear 
somebody with Stepan. ... 

Roper. The Commissar I [All stiffen invohmtarily. 
Then the door is thrown open — ^Anne Sorrell enters 
alone — and iJie door is closed behind her.] 

Clive. Anne ! 


Lady Ponting. Oh my darling girl 1 

[They surround her^ all talking at once.] 


Roper 
Heather 
Lady Ponting 
Clive 


[together]. 


Yes- 


[ What sort of time have 
you had ? 

Were they rough to you, 
darling ? 

Could you understand 
anything they said ? 

Aimel . . . Amel . . . 
Anne I . . . 

■no . . . Yes — ^no, ... I 


Anne [laughing] 
can’t hear a word ! 

Clive [his arm round her]. What’s it all matter? 



HOUSE WITH THE TWISTY WINDOWS 45 
What does anything matter ? She's safe — safe and 
back 1 

A.nne, Yes, yes, Cliarlie — ^but do let me sit down a 
minute. Y ou can go on holding my hand. \_She sinks 
into the chair on the right of table,] Ouf ! I'm tired of 
standing. I believe they think we're all Olympic 
athletes in England 
Clive. I don't see how you can joke, 

Anne. Don't you ? Oh, Charlie, it's such a relief. 
I wonder if Communists have any sense of humour ? 

Heather. Never mind them 

Lady Ponting. Tell us all about it, dearest. 

Roper. Decent, were, they, on the whole ? 

Anne. Oh, I don't know. . . . f couldn't understand 
half they said — that was why they kept me so long. 

No, they weren't actually rough, except once 

Clive. Once 1 

Anne. Don't look so savage, Charlie. I believe 
they thought I was misunderstanding on purpose, 
Clive. Oh you — ^^'’ou'd make excuses for Beelzebub ! 
Amie. You see I wanted to get to the bottom of it 
aU. I've found out one thing. The Commissar's had 
a bad fright — and he's apt to lose his head and shoot 
when he's frightened. 

Clive. Frightened ! The Commissar ! 

Anne. Nobody but us has any ri^ht to be frightened, 
have they, Charlie dear ? But it's Derrick Moore 
who's scared him. They say he's the most dangerous 
enemy of the revolution in Petrograd, and yet he^ only 
a foreigner here. The Commissar didn't even know 

him by sight until [She jumps ijjp.] Oh, I don't 

know why we're discussing aU this. It's news, people, 
news ! [S/se pauses dramatically.] We're going to he 
rdeased to-morrow morning. 

Clive. I've got all I want, thanks. . . . 

Roper. Released — to-morrow 1 Oh, by Jove ! [Goes 
up centre, fingering his scarf absently.] 

Lady Ponting. Released — oh ! , . . just as we are ? 
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[She j>at$ her hair.'\ I should have liked a little 
time 

Heather, Time! YouVe had six weeks. You're 
the most ungrateful lot I ever saw. Do you realize 
we're going to be set free — able to go where we 
like? 

Anne, England for me I They've made it clear 
they won't put aiwthing in our way. 

Clive, Anne — ^what d'you say to being married 
directly we land ? There's certain to be special war 
facilities at Dover — ^licences and aU that, 

Anm. My dear boy, we shan't land at Dover. 

Heather, Oh, don't get married directly you land, 
Anne darling, I simply must have time to get a real 
pukka bridesmaid's dress. 

Anne [suddenly grave]. Of course this is frightfully 
good news for Ub, but I don't thmk we ought to be 
— ^well, talking about weddings. You see — ^Derrick 
Moore's been caught. 

Heather, What — ^to-night ? 

Anne. Yes — ^he was trying to get away from Petro- 
grad when they arrested him. 

Lady Panting, Poor dear fellow, how dreadful 1 

Roper, Got him at last, have they ? By George, 
I suppose that's why they're letting us out to-morrow. 

Anne, Yes, I told you he's the one person the 
Commissar's afraid of. He spealcs perfect Russian, 
and he doesn't care tuppence how much strife he 
stirs up. 

Lady Panting, So Iridi ! 

Anne, He says this tyranny's worse th^in the Czar's, 
and I think I agree. 

Clive, Well, &ank Heaven they've got him, Aime ! 
— can't help it — ^the fellow's been asking for it. 

Anne, I suppose you realize that he'll be shot to- 
morrow? 

\The women exclaim in dismay 

Clive, Oh well — ^he knew what to expect. 
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Anne, That isn't aU, They've no prison accommo- 
dation except this, and tlieyTe gomg to put Derrick 
in here for the night. 

Clive. Whew. 1 the condenmed cell 1 

Roper [coming down cenPre'\. You know I shouldn't 
wonder if Moore's got some fantastic last-minute escape 
up his sleeve. He's quite capable of bringing it off 
too. 

Lady Ponting. Oh, I do hope so ! What's the poor 
dear man like, Mr. Roper ? 

Roper. The poor dear man is one of those muscular 
giants who do incredible things on the films — and 
sometimes in real life. 

Heather. Please don't joke about it. It's pretty 
awful, you know — thinking we're going to be set free 
to-morrow, while he's 

Roper. Yes, you're right. It isn't a lively situation 
when you've made the best of it. 

Lady Ponting. We must aU be very, very nice to 
him, [The others sti'^ress a painful inclination to 
laugh. Steps heard off, then a tremendotis knock at the 
outer door.'] 

Roper. Stepan, come to fetch the tray. 

[Stepan appears in the doorway — a sinister enough 
figure, armed to the teeth.] 

There you are, comrade. Last time, eh ? 

Stepan. Commissar want Comrade Anne Sorrell. 

CKve. What? 

Stepan. Comrade Anne Sorrell. [Pointing to Anne^ 
That one. 

[Clive starts forward?] 

Roper [holding him hacK\. It's all right, old boy — 
some formality, no doubt. [To Stepan.] Order of 
release, eh ? 

Stepan., No. More question. [He g^ins?] Com- 
missar angry. 

Roper, Angry ! ^\Tiy, he's got Derrick Moore safe, 
hasn^t he ? 
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\Stepan looks at Jmn stupidly, then turns to Anne.] 
Stepan. You come along quick. 

Anne. Please don't worry, dear people. I'm sure 
it will be all right. 

CUve ^interposing betmeen her and Stepan], You're 
not going back there again, darling. Roper and I are 
going. Come on, comrade — ^march us off. 

Stepan. You no good ; not answer question. 

Roper. Oh, stand aside, Clive — ^Ict me manage this. 
[To Stepan,] Look here, what does the Commissar 
want to find out ? 

[Stepan shakes his head,] 

How on earth is one to make the fellow understand ? 

Anne, He understands you all right, but he's had 
orders not to say. I expect they want me to identify 
Dcnick — I told you they didn't know him by a^t. 

Stepan, You do what I tell you, or I shoot — see ? 
[He steps threateningly forward.] 

Clive, You beast ! — ^you infernal beast ! 

[He springs at Stepan, who throws him off violently, so 
that he stagers and falls left. Lady Ponting 
and Roper make a movement towards him, am 
before they are aware of it, Stepan has dragged 
Anne out of the room and slammed the door to. 
Clive springs up and flings himself against the 
door, Ro per grapples with him and finaUy succeeds 
in forcing him into the inner room, sirugjgfing like 
a madman,] 

Heather, Anne I Oh, d'you think she'll ever come 
back again ? [SAe throws herself into Lady Ponting* s 
arms,] 

Lady Ponting, Anne’s much more capable of looking 
after herself than you are, my dear. 

Heather, That's just it — she's as firm as a rock. 
You see, I should blurt out all I know directly, and 
they'd send me back at once. 

Lady Ponting, I'm sure you wouldn't let yom: 
cousin suffer through you, dear. 
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Heather, I should, I should ! — it was to save 
aU of you. Auntie, it may sound revolting, but I 
don't care twopence-halfpenny what becomes of 
Derrick when I think of you and Anne. Fear debases 
one — I know it does. 

Lady Panting [sitting down resignedly ^ right of the 
table], I don't think one ought to let oneself get 
panicky ; it upsets the judgment. Look at poor 
Charlie in there. 

[Roper comes out,] 

How is he, Mr. Roper ? 

Roper, Charles ? Like a collapsed air-ball, I told 
him to join us again when he could behave himself. 
[To Heather,] Come, come, Heather — ^wc must hope 
for the best, you know. 

Heather [in a small voice]. The Commibsar’s angry. 
Anne says he shoots when he's angry. 

Roper, Ton my soul, I'm beginning to be glad that 
they're shoving Moore in here. Big, burly feUow 
— any amount of grit in him . . . just the sort to 
stiffen you up if you need it. 

Heather, Don't we all need it ? [She moves up right, 
above the table,] 

Roper, I'm not aware of showing any signs of 
collapse. As for our standing miracle there . . . 

[At this allusion Lady Poniing*s overwrought nerves 
give way altogether, and she hursts into tears, 
Roper, deeply distressed, pats her shoulder,] 
There, there ... six weeks of it — enough to get on 
any one's nerves. Oh, dash it ! isn't there anything 
one can give her ^ 

[Heather absently hands him the hair-dye bottle from 
the tabled] 

Take a little of this, my dear. I don't know what 
it is, but it came out of your room, 

[Lady Ponting gives one glance at the bottle and breaks 
into hysterical laughter,] 

Oh Lord, Miss Heather — ^what is the matter ? 

( 8 , 16 a) 4 
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[Fur Heather also has collapsed into something between 
laughter and tears,’\ 

Good God, what am I to do with *em all ? 1 wish to 
heaven Moore worild come 1 lie's the sort of fellow to 
deal wdth the situation. 

[As if in answer to his wish, Stepan opens the door, 
ushers in a small, fragile-looUng man in an over- 
coat over evening dress, and bangs the door to 
again,} 

Heather \stariing forward}, Derry I You ! 

Roper, Who the deuce is this ? 

Heather {taking Moore by both hands]. You I You ! 
You, of all people ! Why, it's like a fairy tale ! 

\The newcomer's tired face relaxes into a whimsical 
smile. He is a man of forty, indiibitably Irish in 
speech and appearance, but so remote from the 
powerful vision of his thoughts thai Roper can 
only stare dumbfounded. He has lost his hat, 
and his hair and dress suggest that he has been 
roughly handled,] 

Moore, You've got me there, Heather. But this 
gentleman seems surprised. Wasn't he by way of 
expecting me ? 

Heather. Oh, but I must introduce you. Mr. 
Roper, this is my cousin, Derrick Moore, sometimes 
called the Irish Hans Andersen. 

Roper [blankly], Hans Andersen ? 

Heather, He used to keep us all quiet for hours 
when we were little 

Roper, Indeed? \He shakes hands stiffly!] 

Moore, Only with fairy tales. 

Heather, Not admitted in court, Derry — ^Mr. Roper's 
a K.C. This is my aunt by marriage, Lady Ponting 
—you've heard of her. Charlie Chve's in the next 
room, and Anne — oh, Deny, have you seen Anne ? 

Moore, Only for one minute — ^to pass the time of 
day, as you might call it . . . that's all. 

Heather, Oh* then she knows you've been arrested 
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by mistake, and shell be able to answer for you, I 
suppose that's why they're questioning her. 

Roper. Wait a moment — am I to understand that 
there are actually two persons of the name of Derrick 
Moore ? 

Heather, Yes — cousins. We call this one Derry, 
and that one Dick, to distinguish them. Isn't it siUy ? 

Lady Ponting, So very Irish ! 

Heather, They're not much alike really, though. 
You see one goes in for revolutions, and the other for 
fairy tales. This is the other, 

Roper [dryly^ So I see. And may I ask how they 
both come to be in Petrograd at the same time ? 

Heather, I haven't a notion. One of Derry's fairy 
talcs, I expect. 

Roper, Unfortunately I can't look upon it in that 
light. It's clear they've got hold of the wrong man 
through some confounded mistake, and they're more 
than likely to vent their annoyance on us when they 
find out. 

Heather [easily]. Oh well, they haven't found out 
yet, so we're safe for a few minutes more. Derry dear, 
it's lovely to meet you again after all these years ! . , . 
Evening dress too — ^we're so sick of our grubby old 
clothes. — ^Mr. Roper — ^Aunt Teresa — doesn't he look 
splendid I 

Moore, Ah well, I don't feel as splendid as I look. 

Lady Ponting, I think you look tired-out, Mr* 
Moore. 

Moore, Perhaps I am. The last few hours have 
been a bit of a strain mentally. But I'm through 
now. [He comes down to the chairs right, and stands 
leaning on the back of it,] I'm afraid my unexpected 
arrival has given you all a bit ot a shock. 

Lady Ponting, Oh no, it's a pleasure — mean, for 
us, 

Roper. Seems a very odd coincidence, to say the 
least of it. 
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Moore. It wasn’t just what you’d call a coincidence 
— ^nor yet one of Heather's fairy tales. You see, when 
I was rejected for the Army, my cousin Dick’s wife 
begged me to get into Russia and look up Dick, who 
hadn’t been heard of for ten months. I got attached 
to the Consulate here — and arrested just a week 
later. 

Roper, Oh well, you can prove your identity, I 
suppose ? 

Moore, Oh yes, I can prove my identity. I’m ex- 
pecting to be — [he hesitates] — ^released in about half 
an hour. [A composite sigh of envy goes up from the 
others,] 

Roper, The deuce you are ! Sorry . . . but your 
capture has placed us in a very awkward fix. Ten 
to one the Commissar will wreak his disappointment 
on tis. 

Moore, Indeed I'm grieved for you all— but I’m 
glad they gave Derrick a miss. The man has six little 
children depending on him. 

Roper, Hum . . . you can afford to be sentimental. 
We’ve got to look some very unpleasant facts in the 
face. 

Moore, Facts, did ye say ? 

Roper, Yes, sir — ^facts. I imagine it's a commodity 
you don't deal much in. 

[Moore pauses, then says very gently.] 

Moore. May we hear your facts, Mr. Roper ? 
[Before Roper can answer, Charlie Clive appears in 
the inner doorway, with a face like chalk.] 

Clive, Anne ! . . . They’re tort\iring Anne 1 
Heather, Charlie, Charlie — ^no 1 

CKve, I tell you they are. I heard a scream 

Heather, Charlie ! Oh, it isn’t — ^it can’t be 

Lady Ponting [to Roper], Jim I go to her quick 1 

You must force the door 

Roper, By Jove ! I’U have a try for it. 

Moore, Roper — stop] Roper pauses,] Can’t 
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you tell them it*s pure imagination ? None of us 
heard anything. 

Roper. How do I know what it was ? This place 
is full of noises. 

Lady Ponting. Yes, yes — ^voices , , . and footsteps 
— as if people were running about aU the while. . . , 
[Comuig right to Roper^ Jim, don't you hear them ? 

Heather. Oh, I can't bear it 1 I can't live if it's 
true ! 

Moore. I'm certain that it isn’t true, Heather — as 
certain as I am that I stand here. 

Roper [turning on him]. How on earth do you Icnow ? 
You're getting clear o£ it all in half an hour. I toll 
you anything might be true here. 

Moore. Yes — you stop to imagine it, 

Clive. What's it all to you ? You don't care . . . 
you're getting out of it. 

Heather. Charlie — ^please. . . . 

Clive. Listen — ^thcre it is again ! [They listen with 
strained attention, hut nothing is to be heard.] 

Lady Fording. 1 can't hear anything. 

Roper. I'm hanged if I can either 1 
Clive. You don't care — ^not one of you ! I shall go 
mad! . . . [He iiings himself down on the bed, pressing 
his fingers over his ears.] 

Heather. He did hear something . . . look at 
him. 

Lady Ponting. Oh, my dear, how can one be sure ? 
I thought — ^there, just now , . . very faint and far 
away 

Roper. Sounds like talking 

Lady Ponting. Angry tailing I 

Heather [dining to her]. Oh, what can we do ? — 

how can we get to her ? If we only knew^ 

Roper. You're right. The worst certainty would 
be better than this mghtful suspense. 

Moore. Ah, don't say that 1 
[Roper humps his shoulders and goes back, left.] 
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[He turns to Heather,} Shall I tell you what you 
heard just now ? Nothing in the worla hut your own 
terrors calling. 

Heather, Charlie heard more than that. 

Moore, His terror called the loudest. 

Lady Ponimg [coming wp to MooreJ. Mr. Moore, 
you may be right after all. WeVe been diut up here 
so long tlaat we begin to imagine things. 

Nonsense 1 That’s Moore^s province. We’re 
simply looking facts in the face. 

Moore. But do you know what they are ? 

Roper, Since you ask— -you’re the most damning of 
’em. 

[Moore pauses a moment, then he says quietfy,} 

Moore, Sure, you’re looking throu^ the twisty 
windows all the while — and you not knowing it. 

Roper, Then what the deuce are you looking 
through ? 

Moore [with a little smile}. The plain glass, 

Roper moves impatiently to the left,} 

Lady Panting, What does he mean, Heather dear ? 

Heather, Oh, some old fairy tale . . . I’ve for- 
gotten. . . • I can’t think of anything but Anne 
now. 

Moore, She's safe. Heather. I’m certain of it. 

Roper, How do you know ? 

Moore, Perhaps there are times when one’s allowed 
to know things, 

Roper, Moonshine I 

Lady Poniing, Mr. Moore, you must forgive us — 
we hardly know what we’re sa 3 dng. It’s distraction 
we need , . * just to be taken out of ourselves for five 
minutes. 

Heather, Do you want Deny to tell us fairy 
tales ? [Her face lights up,} Why, of course I That’s 
the very thmg he came for, [Going to Moore, she 
takes his arm coaxingly,] Deny dear tell us the 
nicest one you can thihk of. 
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Moore \agitated\. Heather, it's not to be done ! I 
can't do it — ^not now. 

Heather, But it's now we all need it, 

Moore, No, no — let me off, lieather, please. I'il do 
anything but that. 

Heather, This isn't like you, Derry, 

Moore, Can't you guess it's a difficult thing to be 
telling fairy talcs — ^under the circumstances ? 

Lady Pouting, Dear Mr. Moore, we quite under- 
stand. But you know we're not in any immediate 
danger 

Roper, May I say tluit I really don't see how this is 
going to help 

Heather, Of course you don't. Yom never sat on 
his knee, drinldng in every word he spoke. 

Roper, I ? Certainly not 1 
Heather, Don't take any notice of him, Derry. 
Begm quick, before we've time to start fancying things 
again. 

\Moore passes his hand across his forehead as if to 
collect his thoughts, then accepts the position with 
a characteristic smile,} 

Moore, Veiy well, Heather darlint. But it's haid 
spinning spiders' webs to a lot of grown - up 
people. 

Heather, Is that all ? Then we'll go back for j'ou, 
Derry. [She shakes her hair down, and stands smiling 
at him, looking incredibly childish,} There 1 We're in 
the schoolroom — and it's nearly bedtime, 

[Moore seats himself on the table, and she nestles up 
beside him,} 

Moore [putting an arm round her}. And Anne's 
sta3dng down in the dining-room for a treat. 

Heather, Of course she is ! That’s lovely of you, 
Derry. 

Moore, There's room for another, Roper. 

Heather, Jim's too old for fairy tales. He's just 
got into trousers. 
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Roper. Oh, don't mind me. [He turns his back upon 
them,] 

Heather. Aunt Teresa isn’t really grown-up, you 
know. Her hair isn’t even grey. 

Lady Pouting Weased]. I ^all be a little girl I 
used to know, called Sarah. She had golden hair too. 
. . . [Seats herself on right of table.] 

Heather. Charlie I 

[CUve sits up and stares blankly!] 

Can you put the light out ? 

Clive. Are you going to bed ? I shall wait up — ^for 
Anne. 

Moore. We're all waiting for Anne, But if we let 
the moonlight in, maybe they*ll come along with it. 
Isn’t that the switch by the door ? 

[Clive stumbles to his feet and turns the Ught off, then 
sits down apathetically on the bed. The moon- 
light, streaming through the window high up, 
thr&ws its shadow on the floor. For a moment 
Moore sits lost in a dream of his own.] 

Heather [fouching Ms arm]. Derry, begia. Tell us 
one I know. 

Moore [coming back with a sigh]. One you know ? 
[He casts about in his memory, then begins in bis soft 
Irish voice, which has something magnetic in it.] There's 
a house in the Macree Hills they say was built by the 
fairies 

Roper. Fairies! 

Moore. It's likely you never saw them— but, any- 
way, there was one of them living in the water- 
barrel at the bottom of the potato-patch — and the 
folks said Lany O'Hara was daft to buy the house 
, . . though ne'er a bit could he tell about it after, 
except that there was something queer with the 
windows of it. 

Heather. I know 1 I know ! It's ** The House with 
the Twisty Windows " I Derry dear, I've never for- 
gotten it. 
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Moore, Heather dear, if you interrupt, I'll lose the 
hang of it altogether. 

[Heather nestles contritely against him^ 

Twisty ! You may say so. In one place me glass 
would be waving lie a gleaming river, then spiral up 
to a whirlpool in the middle, and change before your 
eyes like as if it was living. Down in a comer you'd 
see a light of blue like a pleasant lake, with the panes 
above it all crinkled into black and grey mountains ; 
and then again deep as if it had no bottom, like the 
depth of a still, green forest. , , . And for awhile 
Larry stood gazing with all the pleasure in tire world 
at the great country before him in the twisty windows ; 
and then and there he set off to look for the pleasant 
lakes and hills he'd visioned in the glass. Long he 
walked, and found no tiling but the black and yellow 
bogs, and the dun mountains — and in the evening he 
came home and dug his potato-patch. 

Roper, Wise man ! 

Moore, Not so wise, neither — for the twisty 
windows showed him a different world outside o£ him 
every day — and many a time he'd be off on a wild 
tramp looking for a rainbow or a fleet of white ships 
sailing — and come home full of disappointment. But 
at last one fine day when he happened to look out, the 
window glass ran all purple and black, and full of 
strange writhing colours : and he took a great fear 
and stayed at home a whole week, scared to put a foot 
out of doors. On the seventh day, that Leprechaun 
I told you of 

Roper, Leprechaun ? Whatever's that ? 

Heather, I thought you weren't listening, 

Moore, They're well known in those p£^, though 
they wouldn’t be talking about them — ^and this one 
felt a queer kindness for Lany, since he'd eaten up aU 
the best of his potatoes. So when he began telling 
him of the evil sims in the windows, the Leprechaun 
gave a great lau^, and a mist came up all over the 
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room . . . and when it vanished away, the twisty 
windows had vanished with it, and Laxry found him- 
self looking through cleai’ glass again. 

Lady Panting, I wonder what he saw ? 

Moore, He saw — ^he saw what was before him. [He 

Heather, Go on, Derry. 

Moore [rousing himself with an efforf\. It was on the 
third evening after that, the Leprechaun came out as 
dusk fell, and finds Larry O'Hara searching in his 
potato-patch like a mad ming, " Arrah ! '* says he, 

what are ye looking for now ? " — '' Ne'er a bit do I 
know,"' says Larry, " but it's gospel truth that ever 
since the dear windows was put in the house, I've 
seemed to miss something I'm always seeking for — 
though what it is I can't tell." — " Ah," says the Lepre- 
chaun, " and do you not be roaming any more ? " — 
" What's to go after," says Lany — " I've seen once 
and I've seen all " — and with that his whole loss comes 
back to him, and he cries out sudden and loud — " Give 
me back my twisty windows — ^for there's Hope Hes 
behind them ! " 

[^45 Moore ends, there is a moment* s silence,'] 

Lady Potiting [taking his hani]. Thank you I — 
thank you for your fairy tale. 

Moore, And me that thought I was telling a true 
story all the while 1 

Roper, Hope ! All very well for you to hope. 

Chve, Yotfre getting out of it. 

Heather [waking from a dream]. Deny, I want to 
speak to you. May I — ^just for one minute ? 

Roper. I say— let's have the lights on. 

Heather [as Moore crosses to righf]. Oh, not yet. 
belongs to the moonlight. 

Moore, Not now, Heather. That's only for children 
—and fairy tales. 

Heather^ But there's something I want to tell you. 
• . , pauses,] All to ourselves. Deny. 



HOUSE WITH THE TWISTY WINDOWS 59 

Lady Ponting, Yes, yes, of course, Mr. Roper — 
Charlie — ^won't you come and have a little warm? 
Look, what a blaze I The fairies have kept the &e 
burning for us, . , , [She almost pushes Roper and 
Clive into the inner roomJ] 

Heather. I believe Auntie thinks she*s still little 
Sarah. [Looking very childish and fairy 4 ike herself, she 
comes to Moore and puts her hands on his shoulders, too 
much absorbed to notice that he shrinks at the touch!\ 
Derry dear, may I really teD you something ? 

Moore [fordr^ himsdf to speak UghOyl. Bedtime 
confidences again ? 

Heather, I don't think you realize that I'm nine- 
teen. 

Moore, Yes, and I'm forty. 

Heather, When I was nine and you were thirty, I 
used to wish you could be my grandfather. When I 
was fifteen ^d you — oh, what would it be ? 

Moore, Fifty. 

Heather, Derry ! WeU, I used to think then what 
a young father you'd make, supposing you were my 
father, * 

Moore. Did you spend your time working out these 
sums ? 

Heather, I'm not noticing you. Because, now I'm 
nineteen, Deny, I know there's no difference between 
us at all. You see — you'U never grow up 

Moore [smiling qtieerly\ It's true I haven’t much 
time left. 

Heather, And it makes me feel I can say anything 
to you. Derry — I’ve something reaUy serious to teu 
you. 

Moore [agitated]. Heather, no I Not now, please. 
Heather 

Heather. Yes — ^now — now, while we’re still to- 
gether, Oh, Deny, I'm glad th^'re setting you free, 
and — ^and I'm not afraio^-but I can't help knowing 
that anything might happen to me before to-moirow 
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morning. You see, it gives me a kind of right to 
speak 

Moore, Ah, but I mustn’t hear you. 

Heather, Yes, yes, you must 1 \Wiih great dm- 
pHcUy,] I love you, Derry — I love you more than I’ve 
ever loved anybody in my life. I think I always did 
really ; but to-night while you were talking, I — 
found it out , . , and somehow I felt I must tell you 
before you went. . . . \As he is silent, 1 Haven’t you 
got any answer for me i* Are you going to pretend 
I’ve no right to say what I did ? Oh, Deny, we may 
never meet again . . , and if— if I was to be shot, like 

all those other prisoners 

Moore, Don’t, Heather I 

Heather, Then if it’s aU right, won’t you kiss me 
, . . like you used to do before I went to bed ? 
[Moore comes quickly to her then, takes her hands, and 
looks her steadily in the face,'\ 

Moore, My dear little girl. I’ll be doing you the best 
service if I teU you the truth. You’re making alto- 
gether too much of a moonlight night and a fit of 

nerv^es 

Heather, Nerves 1 

Moore, They’re running away with you. Heather 
dear, and you not knowing it. 

Heather. Oh ! , . . [She clenches her hands,‘\ 
Moore, That’s better! Nowyou’Ube angry with me. 
Heather, I am angry — very, very angry. 

Moore, Then kiss and make it up. 

Heather, Oh, you're treating me like a child I 
Moore, That’s just what you are. [He kisses her 
lightly on the forehead. Suddenly she chngs to him,] 
Heather, Derry, Derry . . , don’t go I . . . don’t 
leave me. 

Moore, Heather ! . . . Heather ! arms go 

round her. For a moment he holds her fiercely, returning 
her kisses, as he vahiepers,] I didn't mean to tell you, 
but you know now. 
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[A confused sownd of voices is heard off^ in the courts 
yard. Lady PonUngj followed hy the two inen^ 
hurries into the room. Moore draws away from 
Heather.’] 

Lady Poniing. Turn the light on, Clive, Oh, those 
dreadful voices 1 

Clive [hirning the light on], I told you they'd come 
for us 

\The door is thrown open, and Stepan appears.] 

Roper, Well, comrade, which of us is it now ? 

Stepan. That one. [Pointing to Moore,] 

Roper. Oh, ah yes, of course. ... I'd forgotten. 
Aime's proved your identity all right, Moore. You're 
lucky, 

Moore [to Stepan], Now — at once ? 

Roper, I'd advise you to get away while you can. 
Feeling's evidently running high. You can hear 'em 
outside. 

Moore. Yes — I’m ready. 

Roper. Good luck to you then ! [He adds with 
an effort,] Don't think I'm grudging you any- 
thing. 

Moore. That's good of you. 

Clive. All the same, it’s beastly unfair for Anne 1 

Lady Ponting. Charlie, Charlie ! [She takes 
Moore*s hand,] Good-bye, Mr, Moore, We'll stiU 
go on digging in your fairy garden. 

Moore, May you find everything you look for I 

[He clasps Heather's hand for a moment, then follows 
Stepan out. Chve sta'nds staring gloomily after 
him.] 

Roper. So that's that ! It's easy enough to toll 
fairy tales, and believe in ’em— when you've got a 
certainty ahead of you. 

Lady Ponting [coming down right to hini]. All the 
same, I'm glad you gave him your good wishes, 

Roper, 'Fraid I wasn't veiy successful in concealing 
my feelings. It's you, my dear. . . , [He takes her 
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lianA!\ Tin thinking all the while what^s to become of 

you. 

Lady Panting, I know . . . and Charlie's thinking 
of Anne — we're all thinking of each other , . . and 
perhaps it makes us just a httle bit — selfish, 

]The door opens, am Anne stumbles in, almost running 
into the arms of Clive.] 

Clive, You, Anne — you 1 

Anne [dise^igaging herself from Ms clasp]. Don't, 
Qiarlie — ^not just now. . . . [Her voice sounds ex~ 
hausied — her face is pale and pinched.] 

Roper, plow on earth did you get in without 
Stepan ? 

Anne. The door's unlocked — didn't you notice ? 

Roper, Unlocked 1 [He goes up to it to make sure^ 

Anne. Yes— we're free to go. . . . [She drops into 
a chair ^ 

Heather. Free • . . now 1 

Anne. Yes — didn't I say so ? 

Clive. Anne, you're hurt 1 — ^you're ill ! Oh, good 
Lord, what have they been doing to you ? \He meets 
beside her, feeling her hands and arms, passionately 
anxious.'] 

Anne [almost fiercely]. Nothing! I tell you they 
haven't touched me. Can’t you think of anybody 
else ? Can't any of you think of anybody but your- 
selves ? 

Clive. It's you we’re thinldng of. . . , 

Anne [half to herself]. I've done right, I suppose, . . . 
Fve done what Derry told me. . . , But it was awful ! 
— awful! 

Lady Ponting. Can't you tell us what you've been 
doing, dear ? 

Anne. Answering questions — about Derrick. Didn't 
he explain ? No, he couldn't— you might have stopped 
hi m *' — 

Roper. Stopped what, in Heaven’s name ? 

Anne. You see they don't know Derrick by sight, 
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and they suspected they might have got hold of the 

wrong man 

Roper. So they had. 

Anne. Yes, of course. But I had to persuade them 
that they'd got hold ol the right man. Derry made 
me. He said it was Dick's only chance of getting out 
of Russia. 

[Heather makes a slar&ed movemeM.} 

Roper, But— but this fellow — ^Dcrry, as you call 
him— he got away. ^ 

Anne. No : he's in Dick's place now. 

Roper. Wliat d'you mean ? 

[He is answered by a sharp word of command outside, 
followed by the sadden, shattering sound of a 
volley. Heather drops to her knees, her jace 
hidden on Anne's shoulder,^ 
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PROLOGUE 

There are circles of green upon Cissbury Hill, 
\^ere the Pharisees dance — so they say ; 

Revelling merrily round it iintil 
The dawn over Ditchling is grey, 

And travellers lost upon Cissbury Hill — 

(Pixy-led folic who stray) 

Seated on toad-stools, with fairy folk suj), 

But herej in Haymarket, the roadway is itp. 

There are circles of beech upon Cissbury Hill, 

^here the leaves of a lifetime decay ; 

Hiding the memories, lingering still, 

Of Rome's indisputable sway. 

And under the beech-leaves of Cissbury Hill, 

Throbs the heart of the downland alway. 

While dreaming of chieftains and warriors in woad, 
Yoti're lighting yotir pipe in the Charing Cross Road. 
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COLOMBINE 


Scene. — A Roman Camp on the summit of Cissbufy 
Beacon %n the South Downs, A fairy ring occupies the 
foreground. All round are beech trees. The time is 
evening. 

An old man and a boy are seen talking ; both are 
labourers. The old man, who is seated, speaks : 

Dan% Well, Nathan'l. 

Nathan*l, Well, Dan'l. 

Dan'l, There's little use in stopping here mudi 
longer. 

Nathan^L Not as I can see. 

Dan*l, Like my old eyes, the sun don't grow no 
stronger, 

Nathan*L And I wants my tea. 

Dan'l, Doo ee, lad ? 

Nathan'l, Ah, main bad. 

Dan*l, Which means 'tis time to go, I reckons, 
Nathan*l, That's a proposition as I seconds. 

Dan'l, Come on then, let’s be moving. Tip us yer 
daddle. 

Nathan'l, All of a sudden you be in a mortal 
caddie. 

I wants to hear the finish of that yam 
As you was spinning down at Tranter’s Bam. 

A peck of troubles it was all about. 

I wants to know how everything turned out. 

Dan'k You wants your tea, that’s what you want^ 
my son. 

DaddU, band. 


Cadik, flurxy. 
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Naihan'l. There's time enough for tea when you be 
done. 

Dan% Well, though 'tis little enou^ I read, 

I sid in a story-book years ago 

(Though mind, Nathanl, there beant no need 

To be letting on as I told ee so) 

That all the troubles as worrits a man 
Was locked in a box when the world began. 

And there no doubt they'd ha' bid till now, 

If tile dummel soul as had got the key, 

Hadn't got mixed up with a maid somehow 
And gone and handed it over to she. 

And what do ee fancy the maiden did ? 

Dam me, Nathan'l, ur lifted the lid. 

And all they troubles come trooping out. 

Like hens from a chicken-run might have done. 

For the maiden fancied without a doubt, 

Tliey'd go back in the evening like, one by one. 

But time's got to settle a few more clocks. 

Afore they troubles goes back to their box. 

Straight, Nathan'l, 'tis near enough 
To make a methody parson swear. 

And every time as I reads such stuff, 

I goes so red as yon moon up there. 

To think of the trouble ur brought on we — 

I reckon I owes my old gal to she. 

Nathan*!, Is it true, do ee think, Dan'l ? 

Dan*l, Mebbe, mebbe not, Nathan'l. 

Nathan*!, Do ee think, Dan'l — she let out the lot ? 
Dan*L Mebbe, Nathan'l, mebbe not. 

Nathan*!, Sounds like a faiiy story to me. 

Dan*l, Mebbe, Natiban'l, mebbe, mebbe. 

Nathan*!, Do ee believe in fairies, Dan'l ? 

Dumtitel* 
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Dan*L Can't be sure as I do, Nathanl, 

Nathan% Well, I don't anyway, and that’s fact. 

[Enter Colomhine^ 

Dan'L Lawks-a-mussey, Natharfl, be I dreaming 
or be I cracked ? 

Nathan*L My goodness, Dan’l, I do believe as she’s 
a fairy . . , 

Dan*l, Here, come into the shadow of these trees. 

And give that clacking tongue of youm a rest. 

Nathan*l, Oh, this be more wonderful than all the 
things I ever guessed. 

Dan*l. And it means summut, that you may depend. 

Nathan% See, where she walks, the grass don't even 
bend 

Beneath her feet. She be a fairy, Dan'l. 

Dan*L I wish you'd hold your clacldng tongue, 
Nathan'l. 

[Colombine, hearing a noise, pauses to listen^ 

Colombine, Who's there ? The daylight fades. I 
cannot see, 

Dan*L You go. 

Nathan'L No, you, 

Dan*L So please you, miss, 'tis we, 

Colombine. Good-evening, sirs. 

Dan Z, Our best respects to ee. 

A goodish evening, to be sure, but getting dark and 
cold. 

Time gals like you was safe abed, if I might make so 
bold. 

Colombine. Old man, the night has but begun. 

Dan*L The day be done. 

Colombine. The moon has scarcely risen yet. 

Dan*l. The sun have set. 

Colombine. The sun his wandering footsteps stays 
to greet the crescent moon. 

The nightjar and the nightingale will both be singing 
soon. 

Dan*l. Us don’t set much store by nightingales in 
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these parts, and as for nightjars ! Oh lor, us shoots 
they. 

Give I a linnet now, 

A-sitting on a bough ; 

As sings his message to the sun, 

And goes to sleep when day be done. 
Respectable like ! 

Nathan* I, [Coining forward.] 

Queer things, 

These here rings 
You see in the grass 
When you pass. 

They say 'tis where Pharisees dances at night \ 
Be that right ? 

Colombine. Quite right ; yet once the circle that 
you see, 

Saw war and tumult. 

Dan’L ^ Lawks-a-mussey me 1 

Colomhine. The Roman legions camped on yonder 
brow, 

And built the road you stand on. 

Nathan*L ^ Did they now I 

Colombine. The sun would sink out yonder in the 
west. 

And shine upon their helmets. 

Dan*l WeU I’m blest ! 

Colombme. The very spot where Julius Caesar sat. 
Lies just behind those beeches. 

Nathan*L Think of that 1 

Colombine. In yonder barrow treasures rare lie hid. 
Dig deep to find them. 

Dan*f, WeU I never did 1 
Nathan*l. But when did aU this 
Happen, miss ? 

How many years ago, 

I’d like to know ? 

Colombine. Roughly two thousand, on this very 
spot. 
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Dan'L Lor I What a memory you must have got, 
Colomhine \to Nathan' 1], But tell me, please ; 
Beneath these trees, 

WTiat travellers come, and whither bound ? 

Do still th^e ancipt heights resound 
With martial music and the tramp of men ? 

Nathan*L Us gets a hurdy-gurdy now and then. 
And once a clown on stilts went through the wood ; 
And oh 1 he could catch pennies, that he could. 
Colomhine, But in what fashion do you pass your 
days ? 

Nalhan'h I kiU the time in various sorts of ways: 
Scaring the rooks as settles on the com ; 

Helping the shepherd when the lambs be boin ; 
Talking to Danl about these here rings, 

And wondering about a power of things 
As don't concern nobody, I suppose. 

But then, you must do summat, goodness knows. 
Colomhine, Of course, 'Tis lonely here without a 
doubt. 

What are the things you're wondeiing about 
To-day ? 

Nathan'l, Such things as surely never was. 

Such things as surely no one ever does. 

And yet, of nothing, for they moves so fast, 

You finds as you've forgotten them at last. 

Just like a dream they passes and be gone. 

Just like a dream they passes . . . 

Colomhine, Yes, go on. 

Nathan'l, Just hke a dream, for though I thinks a 
lot, 

Before they're rightly thought they're clean forgot. 
Though somehow, now I sits and talks to you, 

1 keeps remembering things I never knew. 

Just like as though somebody slammed a door. 

When yoir was going where you'd been before ; 
Leaving you standing on the further side, 

Wondering at what was happening inside. 
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Whether the folk you knew was there or not ; 
Whether you really knew, and had forgot ; 

Whether you*d been there once when you was small, 
Or whether you was never there at all. 

*Tis plaguey awkerd, wondering, that it be. 

And now I must be off, I wants my tea. [Exit.] 
Colombine, Good-bye, And think sometimes of 
me. 

[Rousing herself from the brown study into which this 
revelation has thrown her, and addressing Dan'L] 
Are you fond of a fight ? 

Dan*L [startle^. Eh ? 

Colomhine. Are you fond of a fight ? 

DaWL It all depends. Why ? 

Colombine. There's going to be a fight. 

Dan'L When ? Where ? 

Colombine* Very soon. 

By the light of the moon. 

On the very stroke of nine. 

All for love of Colombine. 

Dan*L Shall I fetch a poheeman ? 

Colombtne* A policeman ! Dear me, no. 

Dan'l, Who's going to fight? 

Colombine* Don't you know ? 

Harlequin and Pierrot, 

Dan*L Never heard of they. 

Colombine, Won't it be fun ? 

DatCL Good fun 

For the one as gets killed. 
Colombine* But they won't kill each other. They 
never do. They're most dependable. 

Dan*l. Have um fought before ? 

Colombine, Of course. Hundreds of times. 

Dan% Saiy young chaps. 

Colombine, They're not silly. They're fighting for 
me. Don't you understand ? 

Dan% I fought about a girl once. But only once. 
It was a long time ago. 
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Colomhine. You're not romantic. Romance would 
die if it wasn't for fighting. Romance is fighting. 

Dan% Then I've had quite enough romance to 
please me. 

Colombine, AH properly constituted love affairs 
diould include a fight. Love without fighting is 
insipid. 

Dan'L You don't have to do the fighting. Which 
of 'em loves you the most ? 

Colomhine, Why, Pierrot, of course. 

Dan'l, Then why don't you many him ? 

ColomUne* And disappoint Harlequin ? 1 couldn't 
do that. 

Dan^l, When arc you going to decide ? 

Colombine, I don't know. [On her fingers^l This 
year, next year, some time, never. To-night perhaps. 

Dan*L One day they'll get tired of fighting. What 
then ? 

Colornbine, Never ! 

Dan'L You're sure of that ? 

Colombine. Oh yes. Quite sure. 

Dan*L One of mem may get killed. 

Colombine. They wouldn't be so careless. 

Dan'l. What should you do if one of 'em got killed 
by accident ? 

Colombine. I should be very angry. But you're 
very horrid to suggest such things. Why dont you 
go away ? 

Dan*l. Good-bye. 

Colombine. No, stay. 

Dan l, Well, I'm fond of a fight, I must say, 

Colombine. Huidi ! They are coining. Quick, be- 
hind this tree. 

Dan*L An 3 rwhere in the background's good enough 
for me. 

Colombine. A fight, a fight 1 And all for love of me. 

[The orchestra plays quietly the Soldiers* Chorus 
and snatches of otim martial refrains. The two 
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watchers betray tense excitement. Harlequin ani 
'Pierrot enter arm in arm. Any differences they 
have had are evidently settled, Cotombine looh 
on in astonishment,] 

Harkqmn, Mind you, as girls go, Colombinc's one 
of the best. 

Pierrot Ah yes. 

Harlequin, But nothing to fight about. 

Pierrot [without convictwn]. No. 

Harlequin, And fighting's going out of fashion. 
There's no doubt about that. 

Pierrot Yes. 

Harlequin, The whole trend of modem thought is 
opposed to it. 

Pierrot Yes. 

Harlequin, None of the best people do it. 

Pierrot I suppose not. 

Harlequin, And one must be in the movement, 
Pierrot Of course. 

Harlequin, Arbitration's the thing nowadays. 
Pierrot, What's that? 

Harlequin, Why, you eadi talk until you're out 
of breath, and the one with most breath wins. 

Pierrot [taking a deep breath]. That seems a good 
idea. 

Harlequin, It is. 

Pierrot But what will Colombine say if we don't 
fight ? She loves to watdi us fight. 

Harlequin, My dear chap, we must be firm. Adopt 
your point of view, and stick to it in the face of aU 
opposition. 

Colombine [advancing. Aren't you going to fight ? 
Pierrot ^ndly]. Not to-night. 

Colombine, Oh I Why not ? 

Harlequin, Well, we've got 
Other fidi to fry, 

That's why. 

Colombine, Oh ! do fight 1 
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Pierrot Not to-night. 

Harlequin. Now, my dear girl, do listen to reason. 
You will admit, I suppose, that the most elementary 
point about a duel is to spit your opponent through 
the gizzard. 

Colombine. Yes. 

Harlequin. Well, I haven't got a gizzard, and 
what's the use of ttying to spit a man's gizzard, if 
he hasn't got a gizzard to spit ? You must bo 
reasonable. 

Colomhine, How do you know you haven't got 
a gizzard ? 

Harlequin. We don't know for certain, wc assume. 

Pierrot. You've only to look at him to sec there 
isn't room, 

Colomhine. But why the gizzard ? What does it 
matter where you spit him so long as you do spit him ? 

Harlequin. For heaven's sake, my dear girl, don't 
preach such revolutionary doctrines. There is a 
certain etiquette to be observed, even in a battle. 

Colombine {after a fame]. But it's quite simple. 
You spit Pierrot. He's got a gizzard, I suppose. 

Harlequin. Now, listen. Pierrot consulted a phre- 
nologist , . . 

Pierrot. Soothsayer ! 

Harlequin. Sorry — soothsayer, who said he was 
bom to be hung. , , . 

Pierrot. Hanged ! 

Harlequin. Hanged, and so, of course, he doesn't 
want to run the ri3c of disappointing him. 

Colombine. Veiy considerate, I’m sure. 

I think you're absolutely horrid^ there. [Cries.] 

Harlequin [to Pierrot]. Don't waver, both' together. 

Harlequin and Pierrot. We don't care 
Tuppence what you think or sa3^ ; 

We talked the matter over, here to-day. 

And arbitration is the only way. 

Colombine. You're frightened. 
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Harlequin, Don’t be silly. Frightened ! Me t 

Colombine, Well, who’s your arbitrator going to 
be ? 

Harlequin \taken ahacK\, Why yes, we must have 
some one, I suppose. 

But who’s to do it ? 

Pierrot, Goodness only knows I 

There’s not a single person within call. 

Colombine [clapping her hands\. Hurrah I 
You’ll have to fight, then, after all, 

[There is a pause, during which Pierrot and Harlequin 
look at each other in dismay, Colombine, on the 
other hand, claps her hands and pirouettes round 
the stage. Then Harlequin sees Dan*l and drags 
him forward, at the same time speaking in asides. 

Harlequin. What’s your name ? 

Dan’l, Much the same 

As it’s always bin, 

Week out, week in, 

This seventy year and more. 

Harlequin, Good \ We want you to arbitrate. 
You're tiie very man. 

Dan*l, Lawks-a-mussey. I'll do it if I can. 

Harlequin, There's much gold, 

Wealth untold 1 

If you only do ' 

As I tell you to. 

Dan*l, Fire away I 

Harlequin, Until to-day, Pierrot and I have been 
in the habit of engaging in mortal combat for the hand 
of Colombine. Owing to the fact that up to the present 
neither has had the decency to get killed, and as a 
result of the wave of anti-militarism tiiat has swept 
over the country, we have decided to fall back on 
arbitration, you are the arbitrator. You 

understand ? 

Dan*l, No ! 

Harlequin, Then you’re very thick. 
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Dim'l, You speaks too quick. 

And the way you keeps hopping about makes me fair 
mazed. 

Harlequin. Now, listen. One of us is to marry 
Colombine, and you've to decide which it’s to be. 
Do you see ? 

Dan'L No. 

Harlequin. But it’s quite simple. 

Dan*L Maybe. But how do I know which it’s to 
be? 

Harlequin. I’ll let you into a secret. It’s me ! 

Dan'k Oh ! And if I goes and &cz 'tis you, 

What’s yon chap in the white trousers going to do ? 

Harlequin. Never mind him. He’s a fool. 

Dan*l. It scctns it don’t much matter what I say ; 
I'm bound to upset one of ye either way. 

Oh I very well. 

Harlequin. Colombine I Pierrot I Gather round. 

\They sU in a circle ; Colombine and Dan' I in the 
centre.] 

Dan'l. I shall catch my death of cold, sitting on this 
damp ground. 

[There is silence, each watting for ike other to speak.] 

Colombine. You don’t seem very anxious, eitner oi 
you. 

Dan'l. Who goes first ? 

Harlequin. If I don’t say something, and quickly, I 
shall burst. 

Dan'l. Then you’d best get started. [AsUei] 
How long will it take ? 

Harlequin. Until it’s ended. 

Dan'l. Cut it short for goodness' sake. 

Harlequin. Colombine I Let me take you away 
from these lonely hills. Into the heart of the world 
where lies the Land of Yesterday. There are stored 
all the happy hours that you have known. You shall 
live them all over again, Colombine— evety one. I 
will lead you by secret paths, through the <&n woods 
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of yesternight, until we stand together in the sunlight 
of the days that have been. Walking backward 
through the years, we will collect those dear lost 
delights, of which only the memory remains. From 
all that has gone before, it shall be yours to pick and 
choose, and no To-morrow shall throw its ominous 
shade before. The past shall deliver up its treasures 
to your hand ; regrets shall be ended, and happiness 
shall be sure. Will you come, Colombine ? 

Colombine. No, Harlequin. The road to your 
Land of Yesterday is longer than you know, and there 
is no going back. Let us stiD take from the past our 
memories and our dreams, but do not ask for more, lesf 
even these be denied. 

Harlequin, As you will. Tlien it is to the future 
that we must turn. Colombine, fax from here, set 
in a desert of hot sand, is a crystal, so large, that all 
the giants of Africa could not stir it the thickness of 
a hair. Peering into its depths, you may read your 
future to the end of time. A day, a week, a year, shall 
be no barrier to the vision of the mind. You may 
read all the riddles of the universe, and there will 
remain nothing that you do not know. You shall see 
your face as it will be when twice twenty harvest 
moons have waned, and fifty summer suns have set. 
And I alone can point you the way. Will you come, 
Colombine ? 

Colombine. You promise much. Harlequin. It may 
well be that in some spot remote from the haunts of 
men, the Mirror of Fate yet lies hid. And you may 
find it. Who knows I But this, at least, is certain ; 
the path will be difficult and the journey long. Would 
you not tire by ihe way^ Harlequin ? I think you 
would. [Pause,] And, it is not in distant deserts I 
would seek. In the woods of home, hearts may thrill 
to the eloquent silences of the night. [Harlequin rises!] 
All the secrets of the world might be ours, ^d we but 
care to learn the simple language of the nightingale. 
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Across the moonlight, the shadows of the branches 
trace unforgettable things. Great secrets tremble 
on the lips of the leaves, and mortals grope vainly 
in the daylight for things seen most plainly in the 
dark. 

Dan*l [coughing to draw attention to himself], I've 
alius noticed, in whatever parts I med ha' bin, 
A maid in love have alius got a faiiish yam to spin. 
And in whatever parts I've bin, I've alius noticed, too. 
The foolish lads do take it all for gospel, that um do. 
But though I've kept good notice m whatever parts I 
was, 

I've never heard a maid to spin a yam like this un 
does. 

Ur be a marvel, that ur be ; I hope as ur won't try. 
When ur's tired of you two fellows here, to spin no 
yarns to I ; 

For fools be mostly biggest fools when um be old and 
grey. 

And if I went along o' she, what ud my missus say ? 
Next man I 

Colomhine, Come, Pierrot ! 

Pierrot [with an effort], Colombine 1 
Colombine, Yes, Pierrot. 

Harleqttin, Go on I 

Dan*l, Let's hear what you've got to say, young 
fellow. 

Pierrot. There is nothing to say. 

Colombine. Nothing to say ! 

Pierrot. Save that I love you, Colombine. 
Colombine. And is that so small a thing, Pierrot ? 
Pierrot, But I have nothing to ofEer you, nothing. 
Colombine [softly]. Save yourself. 

Harlequin, I have always said that Pierrot was 
master of sounding silences. The sweetest singer 
of unsung songs, his eloquent nothings go shrieking 
through me void. He scorns to desecrate the virgin 
purity of his foolscap with the written word. What 
< 8 , 16 $) 6 
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love is that which dare not tell its love ? Come, 
Colombine. 

Colomhine, See, Harlequin, here is a beech nut. 
You shake it, yet there is no sounds Is it full ? 
Is it empty ? 

Harlequin, Who can say ? 

Dan'l, Likewise, young Nathan’l he picks up a 
match-box last we^, and throws it away because 
there was no sound when he rattles en. \To Hath- 
qti%n!\ And what do you think ? 

Harlequin. I couldn't say. 

Dan'L It was so full all the time as not to rattle at 
all. 

Harlequin [scornfully], Matdics 1 ye gods ! Let's 
talk of cucumbers, 

Or shame the glory of this summer night 
With tales of warming-pans. 

Has no one here a button-hook, 

With which to probe the vast unsounded deeps 
[To DaWl!] Of thy poor addled brain ? 

It yet may be, 

In some uncharted comer of the void 
That passes for thy mind, 

We find a collar-stud. 

Farewell 1 [Exiti] 

Dan'l, Well, he won’t come back again, that I will 
be bound, 

And as I be catching my death of cold, sitting on this 
damp ground, 

I'd best be moving. [Rises.] Ugh ! Good-night to ee. 
'Pierrot, Good-night. 

ColomUne [aside to Dan'l], And, Mr. Arbitrator, if 
you see 

Your friend Nathan’l, say that Pierrot 
Owes more to him than he will ever know. 

[Exit DaWlI\ 

Colombine, They have gone ! 

PierroU Ahl 
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Colomhine* And the night draws on. 

Pierrot, Yes. 

Colombine, You are sad. Why are you sad, Pier- 
rot ? 

Pierrot, I cannot tell. 

Colombine, And you are cold. Is it the night air ? 

Pierrot. The wind-swept wold 
Is a street of gold, 

So my lady be walking there. 

Colombine. Yet you are sad. Sec, they have gone 
and will not come again, 

Pierrot. So love may vanish too, 

And of his chain no link remain 
To teU the way he flew, 

Colombine. Love, as the skylark, soars into that 
Heaven where't fain would be. 

Pierrot. And singing still, returns. Time was when 
you, wth Harlequin, would revel till the cold grey 
dawn came in. 

Colombine, Light loves sometime were pleasant, 
but to-night the face of love seems changed. No more 
win stray this wandering heart of mine, 

Pierrot, Are you not sorr^^ Colombine ? 

Colombine. Sony for what, Pierrot ? 

Pierrot, For loss of Harlequin, 

Colombine. Harlequin is very clever but he talks 
of what he docs not know, and promises what is not 
his to give. Cleverness is not everything, Pierrot. 
The mind is like a garden full of flowers, but 
The heart is a little house. 

With windows facing southerly ; 

By which a pathway winds. 

And there, behind the blinds, 

We sit and wait. 

Watching, waiting for what ? 

We know not. 

The garden is a pleasant place in summer, but when it 
is winter, we seek the fireside of the little house. 
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Pierrot. Yet you are fond of gardens and pretty 
flowers, Colombine ? 

Colombine. What flowers grow 
In your garden, Pierrot ? 

Pierrot. My garden is full of the flowers, 

My mother planted for me ; 

Curious, old-world flowers, 

Thyme, lavender, rosemaiy, 

Planted in days gone by. 

And, though no gardener I, 

As the shadows fall, I tend them all ; 
Watering, pruning there. 

Am I happy in my lot ? 

I know not. 

Colombine. And there is the little house, Pierrot, 
Pierrot. Ah, yes, there is the little house. 

Do you remember when 

You peeped through the pane, and then 

Went on your way again ? 

Out of my sight, although 
I beckoned you as you passed, 

And sat at my window mournfully. 

But you came again at last. 

And, seeing you come, I said : 

** The flowers in my garden are dead, 

So will she have no more of me."' 

Colombine^ I am knocking at the door, Pierrot. 
Knocking and waiting there, 

For the sound of a step on the stair, 

Will you open to me, Pierrot ? 

[Pierrots s answer may be taken in the affirmative. As 
they sit together, it grows dark.] 

Pierrot {rising. Come, dear, and let us go, 
Together, hand in hand. 

Into that sun-lit land, 

Where life and love are things inseparable. 

Where, beneath cloudless skies. 

The happy are the wise. 
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And none reprove the glory of a love they may not 
understand. [Exeunt together,} 

[It becomes quite dark : Don't and an Old Man pass 
slowly across the stage, carrying lanterns, and 
peering cautiously into the blackness of the nighty 
The Old Man, You was dreaming, Danl, That's 
about the size of it. 

Dan'l, And I tells ee I wur as wide awake as you be. 
Us had been sitting over-long by the clump, and all of 
a sudden I looks up and sees a fairy. " Lawks-a- 
musscy, NathanT," I scz, be I dreaming or be I 
cracked ? " 

[They pass off, and the curtain falls,] 
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Hut oj a moonshiner in the mountain wilds of North 
Carolina, Door hack left. Window back right cmtre* 
Old deal table right centre. Kitchen chair at either 
side of the table, not close to it. Old cupboard in left 
corner. Rude stone fireplace left side. On back wall 
near door is a rottgh pencil sketch of a man hanging 
from a tree. 

At rise of curtain a commotion is heard outside of 
hut, 

Luke [off stage\. It*s all right, boys. . . . list leave 
him to me. . . . Git in there, Mister Revenue* 
[Revenue, a Northerner in dty attire, without hat, 
clothes dusty, is pushed through doorway, Luke, a 
lanky, ill-aressed Southerner, following, closes door. 
Revemie*s hands are tied behind him!\ You must 
excuse the boys for makin* a demonstration over 
you, Mr. Revenue, but you see they don't come 
across you fellows very frequent, and they alias gits 
excited. 

Revenue, I appreciate that I'm welcome. 

Luke, Deed you is, and I'm just a-goin' to tmtie your 
hands long nuff fer you to take a sociable drink. 
[Go^s to stranger, feds in all pockets for weapons^ 
Reckon yer travellin' peaceable. [Unties hands^ 
Won't yer sit down ? 

Revenue [drawtTtg over chair and sitting]. Thank 
you. [Rubs wrists to get back ciretdation,] 

Luke [goir^ over to cupboard and taking out 
Yessa, mister, the boys ain't seen one o' you fellers 
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fer near two years* to llnnk you wus goin' to 

neglect us. I wus hopin’ you might be Jim Dunn. 
Have a drink ? 

Revenue [staris slightly at mention of Jim Dimn\, 
No, thank you, your make is too strong ior me. 

Luke, It hain^t no luck to drink alone when you got 
company. Better have some. 

Revenue, Very well, my friend, I suffer willingly. 
[Drinks a little and chokes*] 

Luke [dratning cup], I reckon yc all don’t like the 
flavour of liquor that hain’t been stamped. 

Revenue, It's not so bad. 

Luke, The last Revenue that sit in that chair got 
drunk on my make. 

Revenue, That wouldn't be difficult. 

Luke, No, but it wuz awkward. 

Revenue, Why ? 

Luke, I had to wait till he sobered up before I give 
him his ticket. I didn’t feel like sendin’ him to 
Heaven drunk. He’d ’a’ found it awkward climbin’ 
that golden ladder. 

Revenue, Thoughtful executioner. 

Luke, So you see mebhe you kin delay things a little 
by dallyin' with the licker. 

Revenue lacking up cup» getting it as far as his lips, 
slowly puts tt down]. The price is too ^eat. 

Luke. I’m mighty sorry you ain’t Jim Dunn. But 
I reckon you ain’t. You don't answer his likeness. 

Revenue, Who’s Jim Dunn ? 

Luke, You ought to know who Jim Dunn is. He’s 
just about the worst one of your revenue critters that 
ever hit these parts. He’s got four of the boys in jaiL 
We got a little reception all ready for him. See that ? 
[Pointing to sketch on hack wall,] 

Revenue [looking at sketch]. Yes. 

Luke* That’s Jim Dunn. 

Revenue [rising, examining picture]. Doesn't look 
much like any one. 
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Luke. Well, that’s what Jim Dunn’U look like when 
we git ’im, I'm mighty sorry you hadn't Jim Dunn, 

Revenue. I'm sorry to disappoint you. 

Luke [iurmng io cupboard and filling pipe]. Oh, it's 
all right. I reckon one Revenue's about as good as 
another, after all. 

Revemte. Are you sure I'm a revenue officer ? 

Luke Well, since we ketched ye climhi’ trees 

an' snoopin' round the stills, I reckon we won't take 
no chances that you hain't. 

Revenue. Oh. 

Luke. Say, mebbe you'd like a seg^ar. Here's one 
I been savin’ fer quite a spell back, iJiinkin’ mebbe I'd 
have company some day, {Brings out dried-up cigar, 
hands it to htm.] 

Revenue. No, thank you. 

Luke. It hain't no luck to smoke alone when ye got 
company. [Sinking match and holding it to Revemte.] 
Ye better smoke, Revenue bites off end and motith is 
fiUed with dust^ sptts otd dttst. Luke holds match to 
cigar. With difficuliy Revenue lights it.] That's as 
good a five-cent dgar as ye can git in Henderson. 

Revenue [after two puffs, makes wry face, throws 
dgar on table.] You m&e death very easy, mister, 

Luke. Luke's my name. Yer km call me Luke. 
Make you feel as though you had a friend near you at 
the end — ^Luke Hazy. 

Revenue [starting as though interested, rising. Not 
the Luke Hazy that cleaned out the Crosby family ? 

Luke [startled]. How’d you hear about it ? 

Revenue. Hear about it ? Why, your name's been 
in every newspaper in the United States, Every time 
you lolled another Crosby the whole feud was told all 
over again. Why, I've seen your picture in the papers 
twenty times. 

Lu^. Hain't never had one took. 

Revenue. That don't stop them from printing it 
Don't you ever read the newspapers ? 
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Luke* Me read ? I hain*t read nothia’ fer tliirty 
years. Reckon I couldn't read two lines in an 
hour. 

Revenue, You've missed a lot of information about 
yourself. 

Luke, How many Crosbys did they say I killed ? 

Revenue, I think the last report said you had just 
removed the twelfth. 

Luke, It's a lie I I only killed six . . . that's all 
they wuz — growed up. I'm a-waitin' fer one now 
that's only tiiirteen. 

Revenue. When'll he be ripe ? 

Luke, Jes as soon as he comes a-lookin' fer me. 

Revenue. Will he come ? 

Luke. He'll come if he's a Crosby. 

Revenue, A brave family ? 

Luke, They don’t make 'em any braver — ^they'd be 
first-rate folks if they wuzn't Crosbys. 

Revenue, If you feel that way^ why did you start 
fighting them ? 

Luke, I never started no fight. My grandad had 
some misunderstandin' with meir grandad. I don't 
know jes what it wuz about, but I reckon my grandad 
wuz nght, and I’ll see it through. 

Revenue, You must think a lot of your ^andfather. 

Luke, Never seen *im, but it ain't no luck goin’ again 
yer own kin. Won’t ye have a drink ? 

Revenue, No — ^no — ^thankyou. 

Luke, Well, Mr. Revenue, I reckon we might as well 
have this over. 

Revenue, What ? 

Ltike. WeU, you won't get drunk, and I can’t be put 
to the trouble o’ having somebody guard you. 

Revenue, That’ll not be necessary. 

Luke, Oh, I know yer like tliis yer place now, but 
this evenin’ you might take it into yer head to walk 
out. 

Revenue. I'll not walk out unless you make me. 
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Luke. Taint l^c 111 let ycr, but I wouldn't blame 
yer none if yu tried. 

Revenue. But FU not. 

Luke [rising. Say, Mistah Revenue, I wonder if you 
know what you're up against ? 

Revenue. What do you tnoau ? 

Luke. I mean I gotta kill you. 

Revenue [rising, pauses]. Well, that lets me out. 

Luke. What do yu mean ? 

Revetme. I mean that I've been trying to commit 
suicide for the last two months, but I haven't had the 
nerve. 

Luke [startled]. Suicide ? 

Revenue. Yes. Now that you're willing to kill me, 
the problem is solved. 

Luke. Why, what d'ye want to commit suicide fei ? 

Revenue. I just want to stop living, that's aU. 

L%ike. Well, yu must have a reason. 

Revenue. No special reason — I find life dull and I'd 
like to get out of it. 

Luke. Dull ? 

Revenue. Yes — I hate to go to bed — ^1 hate to get 
up — I don't care for food — I can't drink hquor — I 
find people either malicious or dull — see by me fate 
of my acquaintances, both men and women, that love 
is a farce. I have seen fame and preference come to 
those who least deserved tliem, while the whole world 
kicked and cufied the worthy ones. The craftiest 
schemer gets the most money and glory, while the fair- 
minded dealer is humiliated in the bankruptcy court. 
In the name of the law every crime is committed ; in 
the name of religion every vice is indulged ; in the 
name of education the greatest ignorance is rampant. 

Luke. I don't git all of that, but I reckon you're 
some put out. 

Revenue. I am. The world's a failure . . . what's 
more, it's a farce. I don't like it, but I can't change 
it, so I'm just aching for a chance to get out of it. 
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. . ♦ [ApproachiTtgLuke,] And you, my dear friend, 
arc going to present me tlie opportunity. 

Litke, Yes, I reckon ^rou'll get your wish now. 

Revenue, Good ... if you only knew how IVe 
tried to get killed, 

Luke, Well, why didn't you kill yerself ? 

Revenue, I was afraid. 

Luke, Afreed o' what — ^liurtin’ yourself ? 

Revenue, No, afraid of tlie consequences. 

Luke, Whad d'ye mean ? 

Revenue, Do you believe in another life after this 
one ? 

Luke, I kan't say cz I ever give it much thought. 

Revenue, Well, don't — ^because if you do you'll never 
kill another Crosby . . . not even a revenue officer. 

Luke, 'Taint that bad, is it ? 

Revenue, Worse, Twenty times I’ve had a revolver 
to tiiy head — crazy to die — and then as my finger 
pre-^sed the trigger I'd get a terrible dread — a dread 
that I was plunM^ into worse terrors than this world 
ev(‘r knew. If lulling were the end it would be easy, 
but what if it's only the beginning of something 
W'tase ? 

Luke, Well, you gotta take some chances. 

Revenue, I'E not take that one. You know, Mr. 
Luke, life was given to us by some one who probably 
never intended that we should take it, and that some 
one has something ready for people who destroy his 
property. That's what frightens me, 

Luke, You do too much worryin' to be a regular 
suicide. 

Revenue, Yes, I do. That's why I changed my 
plan. 

Luke, What plan ? 

Revenue, My plan for dying. 

Luke, Oh, then you didn't give m the idea ? 

Revenue, No, indeed — I'm stiU determined to die, 
but Pm going to make some one else responsible. 
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Luke, Oh — so you hain't willing to pay fcr ycr own 
funeral music ? 

Revenue, No, sir — ^I'll furnish the passenger, but 
some one else must buy the ticket. You sec when I 
finally decided I'd be killed, I immediately exposed 
myself to every danger I knewt 

Luke, How? 

R&oemte, In a thousand ways, . , . [Pause.] Did 
you ever see an automobile 7^ 

Luke, No. 

Revenue, They go faster than steam engines, and 
they don't stay on tracks. Did you ever hear of Fifth 
Avenue, New York ? 

Luke, No. 

Revenue. Fifth Avenue is jammed with automobiles, 
eight deep all day long. People being killed every 
day. I crossed Fifth Avenue a thousand times a day, 
every day for weeks, never once ti-ying to get out of Uie 
way, and always praying I'd be hit. 

L%ike. And couldn't yn git hit ? 

Revenue [in disgus^. No. Automobiles only hit 
people who try to get out of the way. [Pause.] 
when that failed I frequented the lowest dives on 
the Bowery, fladiing a roU of money and wearing 
diamonds, hoping they'd kiU me for them. They 
stole the money snd diamonds, but never touched 
me. 

Luke. Couldn't you pick a fight ? 

Revenue, I'm coming to that. You know up North 
they believe that a man can be killed in the South for 
calling another man a liar, 

Luke, That's right. 

Revenue, It is, is it ? WeU, I've called men liais 
from Washington to Atlanta, and I'm here to tell you 
about it. 

Luke, They must a-took t>ity on ye, 

Revotue, vo you know Two Gun Jake that keeps 
the dive down in Henderson ? 
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Ltike. I should think I do, . . . Jake*s killed 
enough of 'em, 

Revmtie. He's a bad man, ain't he ? 

Luke. He's no trifler. 

Revenue. I wound up in Jake's place two nights ago, 
pretending to be drunk, Jake was cursing niggers. 

Luke. He's alius doin' that. 

Revenue. So I elbowed my way up to the bar and 
announced that I was an expert in the discovery of 
nigger blood , . . could tell a nigger who was 63-64111 
white. 

Luke. Ye kin ? 

Revenue. No, I can't, but I made them believe it. I 
then offered to look them over and tell them if they 
had any nigger blood in them. A few of them sneaked 
away, but the rest stood for it. I passed them all 
until I got to Two Gun Jake. I examined his eyeballs, 
looked at his finger-nails, and said, “ You're a nigger." 

Lt^ke. All' what did Jake do ? 

Revenue. He turned pale, took me into the back 
room, and smd, " Honestly now, mister, can ye see 
nigger blood in me ? " I said, " Yes." " There's 
no mistake about it ? " " Not a bit," I answered. 
** Good God," he said, “ I always suspected it." Then 
he pulled out his gun. . . . 

Luke. Eh ... eh? 

Revenue. And shot hmself. 

Luke. Jake shot hisseU 1 ... is he dead ? 

Revenue. I don't know — was too disgusted to wait, 
I wandered around until I thought of you moonshiners 
. . . scrambled around in the mountains untiL 1 found 
your still, I sai on it and waited until you boys 
showed up, and here I am, and you're going to kill me, 

Luke Ah, so ye want us to do yer killin' 

ferye,doye? 

Revenue. You're my last hope. If I fail this time I 
may as well give it up. 

Luke \fake$ oiU revolver , turns sidewise and seeretly 
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removes cartridges from chamber^ Rises], Wliat \vuz 
that noise ? [Lays revolver on table and steps outside 
oj door* Revenue looks at revolver apparently without 
interest* Luke cautiously enters doorway and expresses 
surprise at seeing Revenue making no attempt to secure 
revolver* Feigmng excitement goes to table, picks up 
gttn:\ 

Luke* I reckon Tin gettin' careless, Icavin* a gun 
layin" around here that-a-way. Didn't yon see it ? 

Reveyme* Yes. 

Luke* WcU, why didn't ye grab it ? 

Reveytue* 'Vi^at for ? 

Luke. To git the drop on me. 

Reveme* Can't you understand what I've been 
telling you, mister? I don't want the drop on you. 

Lillie* Well, doggone if 1 don't believe yer lollin' mo 
the truth, Tliou^t I'd just see what vc'd do. Ye 
sec, I emptied it first, [Opens up gun.] 

Revenue, That wasn't ncccssat^'. 

Luke. Well, I reckon ye better git along out o' here, 
mister. 

Revenue* You don't mean you're weakening ? 

Luke* I ain't got no call to do your killin' fer you. 
If ye hain't ^ort enough to do it yerself, I reckon ye 
kin go on sunerin'. 

Revenue. But I told you why I don't want to do it. 
One murder more or less means nothing to you. You 
don't care anything about the hereafter. 

Luke. Mebbe I don't, but there ain't no use my 
takin' any more chances than I have to- And what's 
more, mister, from what you been teUin' me I reckon 
there's a charm on you, and I ain't goin' to take no 
chances goin' agin charms. 

Revenue. So you're going to go back on me ? 

Luke. Yes, sirree. 

Reveyme. Well, maybe some of the otJtier boys will 
be willing. I'll wait till they come. 

Luke. The other boys ain't goin' to see you. You're 
( 3 , 158 ) 7 



98 TEN MODERN PLAYS 

a-leavia' tlus yer place right now — ^now ! It won't do 
no good. You may as well go peaceable, ye ain't got 
no right to expect us to bear yer burdens. 

Revmue, Confound it all 1 I've spoiled it again, 
Luke. 1 reckon you better make up yer mind to go 
on livin'. 

Revenue. That looks like the only way out. 

Luke. fx>rae on. I'll let you ride my horse to town. 
It's tlic only one we got, so 5m can leave it at Two Gun 
Jake's, and one 0' the boys'll go git it, or I redcon I'll 
go over myself and sec if Jake made a job of it. 
Revenue. I suppose it's no use arguing with you, 
Luke. Not a bit. Come on, you, 

Re7*mue. Well, I'd like to leave my address so if 
you (5ver come to New York you can look me up, 
Luke. 'Taint likely I'll ever come to New York. 
Kevenm. Well, I'U leave it, anyhow. Have you a 
piece of paper ? 

Luke, Paper what you write on ? Never had none, 
mister. 

Revenue [looking about room, sees Jim Dunn's pic- 
ture on wall, goes to it, takes it downL If you don't 
mind, I'll put it on the back of Jim Dunn's picture. 
[Placing picture on table, begins to print.'\ I'll print 
it for you, so it'll be easy to read. My address is here, 
so if you change your mind you can send for me. 

Luke. 'Taint likely — come on. [Both go to ihe door- 
way — Luke extends hand. Revenue takes it.'\ Good- 
bye, mister — cheer up . , . there's the horse. 
Revenue. Good-bye. [Shaking Luke's hand.'l 
Luke. Don't be so glum, mister, Lemme hear you 
lafi jist once before yu go. [Reveme begins to laugh 
weakly.] Aw, come on, Ian out with it hear^. 
[Revenue laughs louder.] Heartier yit. [Revemie is 
now shouting his laughter, and is heard latching until 
hoof beats of his horse die down in the distance. Luke 
watches for a monmt, then returns to table— takes a 
drink’- picks up picture — turns it around several times 
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before getting it right — then begins to study. In 
t&m^iing to make out the name he slowly traces in the 
air with his index finger a capital J ^*--ihen mutters 
*W**y/’ describes a letter "/ " — mutters ‘‘/-i-i/' 
th&n a leUer ** M *'-^nuttering ** M-M-M, J-I-M— 
J-I-M—J-I-M,” In the same way describes and 
nmtters 

Luke, Jim Dunn I Jim Dunn ! [He rushes to 
corner, grabs shot-gun, runs to doorway, raises gun in 
direction stranger has gone — looks intently — then slowly 
lets gun fall to kis side, and scans the distance toith hs 
hand shadowing his eyes—stefis inside— slo%dy puts 
gnn in comer — scats himself at tabic.] Jim Dura 1 
— and he begged me to kill uni ! I 
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AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

Among the plays which seem specially io require a 
sequel, Hamlet must certainly be reckoned. The end 
of Act V, left the distract ed kingdom of Denmark bereft 
alike of King, Queen, and lleir-I*resumptive. There were 
thus all the matonals for an acute political crisis. It might 
have Ijcen Imagined that the crown would fall inevitably 
to the Norwegian Prince Fortinbras, who, being on the 
spot with an army behind liim, certainly seems to have 
neglected his chances. It is dear, however, from the 
sequel that Fortinbras failed to rise to the occasion, and 
that Horatio, being more an antique Roman ihan a Dane, 
seized his opportunity and by a coup d' Hat got possession 
of the vacant throne. Nor would Fortinbras appear to 
liave resented this, as we find him subsequently visiting 
Horatio at Elsinore. There is, however, a Nemesis which 
waits upon Usurpers, as the sequel shows. The sequel, 
by the way, should have been called Ghosts^ but that 
title has beki already appropriated by a lesser dramatist. 
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Scene I 

The Platform before the old part of the Castle as 
in Act /• of “ Hamlet” Horatio and Fortinhras come 
out of the house swathed in overcoats, the former loohing 
nervcmly over his shoulder. It is a dark winier*s 
evening after dinner. 

Fortinhras [shivering slightly]. 'Tis bitter cold 

Horatio [impatiently]. And you arc sick at hoai"t. 

I know. 

Fortinhras [apologetically^. Tlie fact is, when I get a 
cold 

I often can't get rid of it for weeks. 

I really think we may as well stay in. 

Horatio [do^edly]. Tm sorry j but I can't agree with 
you. 

I shall sit here. 

down resolutely with his back to the Castle^ 
Fortinhras [turning up his coat collar resignedly]. It's 
perfect rot, you know, 

To let yourself be frightened by a ghost ! 

Horatio [angrily]. A ghost ! You’re always so in- 
accurate ! 

Nobody minds a spectre at the feast 
Less than Horatio, but a dozen spectres, 

All sitting round your hospitable board 
And clamouring for dinner, axe a sight 
No one can bear with equanimity. 

Of course, I know it's different for you. 

yo2< don't believe in ghosts ! . . . Ugh, what was that? 

103 
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Fortinhras. Nothing. 

Horatio, I’m sure I saw a figure moving there, 
Fortinbras, Absurd 1 It’s far too dark to see at all. 
\ArgHmentatively,] After all, what are ghosts ? 

In the most high and palmy state of Rome 
A little ere the mightiest Juhus feU, 

People saw hoards of them ! Just ring for lights, 
And let us make ourselves as comfortable 
As this inclement atmosphere jpermits. 

Horatio [despondently], Pd mg with pleasure, if I 
thought the beU 

Had any prospect of being answered. 

But as there's not a servant in the house 

Forlinhras [annoyed]. No servants ? 

Horatio [bitterly]. As my genial friend, Macbeth, 
Would probably have put it, " Not a maid 
Is left this vault to brag of." In other words, 

Tliey loft en masse this morning. 

Fortinbras, Dash it all I 

Something is rotten in the state of Denmark 
When you, its reigning monarch, cannot keep 
Your servants for a week, 

Horatio Ah, Fortinbras, 

If you inhabited a haunted castle 

You'd find your servants would give warning too. 

It's not as if we only had one ghost. 

They simply swarm 1 [poking them off on his fingers,] 
here's Hamlet's father. 

He walks the battlements from ten to five. 

You’ll see him here in half an hour or so. 

Claudius, the late King, haunts the State apartments, 
The ^een the keep, ^helia the moat, 

And Kosencrantz and Guildenstem the hall. 

Polonius you will usually find 
Behind the arras murmuring platitudes, 

And Hamlet stalking in the corridors. 

Alas, poor ghost ! his fatal indecision 
Pursues him still. He can't make up his mind 
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Whidi rooms to take — you're never safe from him ! 
Foriinbras, But why object to meeting Hamlet's 
ghost ? 

I’ve heard he was a most accomplished Prince, 

A trifle fat and scant of breath, perhaps ; 

But then a disembodied Hamlet 
Would doubtless show a gratifying change 
In that resiject. 

Horatio \irritaUy], I tell you, Fortinbras, 

It's not at all a theme for joking. 

However, when the New Wing's finislied 
I shall move in, and all the ghosts in limbo 
May settle here as far as I'm concerned. 

Fortinbras, When will that be ? 

Horatio, The architect declares 

He'll have the roof on by the end of March. 

Fortinbras [rising briskly\. It is a nipping and an 
eagei air. 

Suppose we stroll and see it ? 

Horatio \rising also]. With all my heart. 

Indeed, I diink we'd better go at once. 

[Looks at watch,] 

The ghost of Hamlet's father's almost due. 

His morbid love of punctuality 
Makes him arrive upon the stroke of ten, 

And as the castle clock is always fast 
He's rather apt to be before his time. 

[The clock begins to strike as they exeunt hastily. On 
the last stroke. Ghost enters^] 

Ghost, I am Hamlet's father's spirit. 

Doomed for a certain term to walk the night. 

And for the day , . . seemg no one there.] 

What I Nobody about ? 

Why, this is positively disrespectful. 

I'll wait until Horatio returns 
And, when I've got him quietly alone, 

I wiU a tale unfold will make him jump ! 

[Sife down resolutely to wait for Horatio^ 
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Scene II 

Before the New Wing of iJie Castle, The two cloivns, 
formerly gravediggers but now employed with equal ap- 
propriateness as builders, are working on the structure 
in the extremely leisurely fashion to he expected of 
artisans who are nol mentbers of a Trade Union, 

First Clotm {in his best Elizabethan manner]. Nay, 
but hf*ar you, goodmaii builder 

Semui Clown [in homely vernacular]. Look here, Bill, 
you can drop that jargon. There's no one here but 
ourselves, and I ain't amused by it. It's all very well 
to try it on when there's gentlefolk about, but when 
we're alone yoxi take a rest. 

First Clown [puzzled]. Ay, many I 

Second Clown [throwing down tools]. Stow it, I say, 
or ril have to make you. Many, indeed 1 If you 
mean " Yes," say " Yes," If you mean “ No," say 
" No." 

First Clown, All right, mate. 

Second Clown {grunihlin^. It’s bad enough staying 
up all night building more rooms on to this confounded 
castle — ^I should have thought it was big enough and 
ugly enough without our ad&tions — ^but if I'm to listen 
toymr gab, s'help me ! 

First Clown, Hush ! here comes some one. 

[They make a valiant pretence of work as Horatio and 
Fortinbras enter] 

Horatio [ecstatically, completely deceived by this simple 
My Master-Builders I 

Fortiimasi Idle dogs ! 

Clown [Elizabethan again], Argal, goodman 
builder, will he, nill he, he that builds not ill builds 
well, and he that builds not well builds ill. Therefore, 
pen)end! 

Horatio [appreciatively]. How absolute the knave is 1 

Fortinbras, He seems to me to be an absolute fool. 
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Horatio, Not at all, A most intelligent working 
man. Til draw him out. \To First Clomt,] When 
will the house be finished, sirrah ? 

First Clown. When it is done, sir. 

Horatio. Ay, fool, and when will that be ? 

First Clown. When it is finished, o' course. 

Horatio \to Fortinbras]. There I What do you call 
that ? Witty, eh ? 

Fortinbras. I call it perfectly idiotic, if you ask me. 
Horatio. Well, well ; we'll try again. \To First 
Clown And whose is the house, fellow ? 

First Clown [fatimtsly]. Marry, his that owns it. 
Ask another. 

Horatio [to Fortinbras], Ha ! Ha I Good again. 
By the Lord, Fortinbras, as Hamlet used to say, the 
toe of the peasant comes so near the heel of the 
courtier, it galls his kibe. 

Fortinbras [savagely]. The toe of the courtier is get- 
ting so perilously near the person of the peasant that 
you'd better get rid of the latter as soon as possible, 
Horatio [doubtfully^. Perhaps you're right. And 
yet I was always taught to consider that kind of thing 
awfully entertaining. But there. Fashions change 
in humour as in other things. Send them away. 

Fortinbras [giving them money]. Away with you, 
fellows. Go and get drunk, [Exeunt clowyis.] 

Horatio [relapses into blank verse on their departure.] 
What think you of the New Wing, Fortinbras ? 

The whole effect is cheerful, is it not ? 

Good large sash windows, lots of light and air ; 

No mediaeval nonsense. 

Fortinbras [who does not admire the building. So I 
see ! 

Horatio. No ghosts heret eh, to stalk about the 
rooms 

And fade against the crowing of the cock ? 

Fortinbras. Probably not — and yet — ^look there, 
Horatio ; 
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Thei'e's something in the shadow over there, 

Moving towards the house. It's going in. 

Stop it, Horatio. 

Horatio [fiirmi^. Here, I can't stand this. 

I'll cross it though it blast me. Stay, lUusion I 
. ^he figure 

Are you aware, sir, that you’re trespassing ? 

This is a private house. 

Ghost \in a sepulchral voic^. My private house 1 
Horatio, Oh, come, you know, you can’t mean that ! 
Ymtr house ? 

Considering that I’m building it myself — 

Of course, assisted by an ard&itcct — 

I think you must admit there's some mistake. 

Ghost \tmning and advancing towards them]. Pooh I 
Wliat do I care for your architect ? 

It’s mine, I say, my house, my plot, my play. 

I made them all I 

Horatio. Oh, my prophetic soul I 

Shakespeare 1 
Ghost, The same. 

Horatio, I say, confound it all, 

Doyotp propose to haunt the castle too ? 

(xhost. Yes, the New Wing. 

Horatio. It's really much too bad. 

You’ve filled the old part of the house with spectres ; 
I think you might have left the new to me. 
Fortinbras. That seems a reasonable compromise. 
Ghost, I shall stay ; make up your mind to that. 
But if you like to share the Wing with me 
I’ve no objection. 

Horatio [stiffly]. Thanks, I’d rather not. 

I ^all consult with my solicitor. 

And if he can’t eject you from the place 
m sell it, ghosts and all ! Come, Fortinbras. 

[Exit with dignity,] 
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MRS. ADIS 


Outside^ the October night is bitterly cold with the first 
frost of the year, and the old hammer woods of Sussex 
stand black and silent round the coitc^e. 

Inside, Mrs, AdWs kitchen is warm and stuffy. 
The cheap oil-lamp on the table lights clearly enough 
the rough beams and plaster of walls and ceiling, and 
on the open hearth a wood fire burns in the tmsted iron 
grate. As we see the room the fireplace is on the left 
Ab(yoe it is the table, now laid for supper, with two cliairs 
set ready. In the back wall is a small xoindow, uncur-^ 
tained except for a threadbare strip of muslin which 
covers the lower half ; the upper panes reveal nothing 
but darkness. To the right of this is the cottage door, 
opening on to a narrow strip of grass hy the roadside^ 
and in the right wall there are, first, the door of a lean-to 
shed, and then the door of a bedroom. The floor is of 
worn red bricks. 

When the curtain rises Mrs, Adis is bending over a 
saucepan which is on the fire, A moment later she sits 
down again in the old basket-chair fry the hearth, to go 
on with the piece of mending she has in her hand, and 
we can see her clearly. She is a small, frail-looking 
woman, with a brown, hard face, on which the skin has 
dried in innumerable small, hair-like wrinkles. She is 
probably not more than foky-two, but life treats some 
women hard in the agricultural districts of Sussex, 
and Mrs, Adis' s life has been harder than most, 

A man's face appears at the window, pressed against 
the small, leaded panes. He peers anxwusly this way 
and that, to see if Mrs, Adis has company. Satisjiea, 
he disa^ears, A moment later the aoor opens quietly 
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ani he steps into the kitchen, closing the door behind 
him. He is a big, Jmlking man with reddish hair and 
freckled face, evidently of the labouri^i^ class, but noi 
successful, judging from the vague grime and poverty 
of his appearance. He is bareheaded. 

Mrs. Adis looks round quickly, and rises as she speaks. 
Her tone suggests that the visitor is not welcome. 

Mrs. Adis. What, yon, Peter Crouch ! I didn't 
hear you knock. 

Crouch [rather nervously coming down to the middle of 
the room\. I didn't knock, ma'am. I didn't want any- 
body to hear. 

Mrs. Adis. How’s that ? 

Crouch [his hands shaking a liUle\. I’m in trouble, 

Mrs. Adis. What you done ? 

Crouch. I shot a man, Mrs. Adis. 

Mrs. Adis. You ? 

Crouch. Yes — I shot him. 

Mrs. Adis. You kilied him ? 

Crouch. I dunno, 

[There is a moment's silence. Suddenly Mrs. Adis 
remembers Tom's supper. She ta^s the sauce- 
pan off the fire mtd puts it on the Itearth. The 
man stands uneasily watching her, twisting his 
hands together. When she turns to him again 
she speaks sourly. 1 

Mrs. Adis. What do you want me to do for you, 
Peter Crouch ? 

Crouch [pUadif^. Let me stay here a bit. Isibere 
nowhere you can put me till they're gone ? 

Mrs. Adis. \^o’s they ? 

Crouch. The keepers. 

Mrs. Adis. Oh, you’ve had a shine with the keepers, 
have you ? 

Crouch. Yes. I was down by Cinder Wood, seeing 
if I could pick up anything, and the keepers found me. 
Th<‘re was four to one, so I used my gun. Then I ran 
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for it. They’re after me ; reckon they aren’t far off 
now. 

[Mrs* Adis is sihnt for a fnomenL Crouch looks at 
her searchingly, beseechingly*] 

Crouch, You might do it for Tom’s sake. 

Mrs* Adis [snapping]. You haven't been an over 
good friend to Tom, trying to lead him astray, and his 
father dead in his grave. 

Crouch, Not me, Mrs. Adis. I never did that, I 
think a deal of Toni, And no one couldn't lead him 
astray. He's been an unaccountable good friend to 
me, has Tom, ever since we was at school together, 

Mrs, Adis, More of his foolishness than your de- 
serving, then. It's a long time since I heard any good 
of you, Veter Crouch. 

Crouch. It's a long time since I had any luck. Not 
since I came out of work three j^ears back. 

Mrs, Adis [meaningly]. And why did Mus’ Scales 
sack you ? 

[Crmich drops his eyes shamefacedly ; then tries again,] 

Crouch, Your Tom's the only friend I got, ma'am — 
except my girl. There’s no one 

Mrs, Adis [sharply]. What girl ? 

Crouch, Anne Winter, down by Ticehurst. 

yirs, Adis, So Anne's taken up with you, has she ? 
[More gently, H'ni, if Anne takes after her mother, 
reckon ^e might make a man of you yet. 

Crouch, She do. She's so good as she's sweet. 

She’ll come [He breaks off with a start, goes 

quickly to the door, and stands wim a drawn face, listen- 
ing, Mrs, Adis listens too. They hear nothing, and 
he comes hack to her, pleading more earnestly than before,] 
But they'll be after me soon. If I get out of this Anne 
will come with me. I'm sure she will, ma'am. But I 
can't get to Ticehurst to-night, I had to come here. 
Reckon Tom would want you to stand by me to-night. 

Mrs, Adis, Well. I won't say he wouldn't, seeing as 
Tom always thought better of you than you deserved. 
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Maybe you can stay till he comes home to-night ; 
then we can hear what he says about it. 

Crouch. That'll serve my turn, I reckon. He'll be 
up at Ironlatch for an hour yet, and the coast will be 
clear by then. I can get away out of the country. 

Mrs, Adis, Where'll you go ? 

Crouch, I dunno. There's time to think of that. 

Mrs. Adis [dryly]. Well, you can think of it in here. 
[As she speaks she crosses to the door of the lean-to and 
opens it] They'll never guess you're there, specially 
if I teU them I ain't seen you to-night. It's dark and 
dusty, maybe, but you can sec and hear everything 
through the crack of the door if you want. 

Crouch \ turning in the doorway]. You're a good 
woman, Mrs. Adis, I know I'm not worth you stand- 
ing by me, but maybe I'd have been different if I'd 
had a mother like Tom's. I won't forget 

Mrs, Adis [her hand on the open door]. Hark ! 
[There is a faint soimd outside. Crouch disappears 
into the lean-to. She shuts the door and crosses to the 
fireplace, where she bends over the saucepan, listening 
intently, A sound of footsteps and men* s voices comes 
abreast of the cottage, Lantem-Ught dances on the 
window-panes. But there is no knock at the door, 
and the sounds pass. Mrs, Adis goes to the window 
and looks after the party for a moment. Then she opens 
the lean-to door, and Peter Crouch, white and shaken, 
appears in ike doorway,] 

Mrs. Adis [s/wy^Zjy], That was them. A party from 
the Castle. 

Crouch, I heard them plain, ma'am, and I saw you 
go and look out of the 

Mrs. Adis [disregarding him]. They had lanterns, 
^d I saw old Crotch and the two Boormans. Maybe 
it 'ud be better if you slipped out now and went to- 
wards Cansiron. You'd miss them that way and get 
over to Kent. There's a London train comes from 
Tunbridge Wells at ten to-night. 
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Crouch [nervously], That'd be a fine thing for me, 
ma'am, but I haven’t the price of a ticket on me. 
[Mrs. Adis crosses to the kitchen tables pulls out a 
drawer and takes money from it. He follows her, 
hesitating in the imddle of the room,] 

Mrs, Adis. Here's seven shillun'. [Giving it to him.] 
It'll be your fare to London and a bit over. 

Crouch [brokenly, as he puts the money in his pocket], 
I don't know how to thank you, ma’am. 

Mrs. Adis [half angry with herself]. Oh, you needn't 
thank me. I’m doing it hjr Tom, I know how un- 
accountable set he is on you and always was. 

Crouch. I hope you won't get into trouble be<‘a\ise 
of this. 

Mrs, Adis, There ain't much fear. No one's ever 
likely to know you've been in this cottage. That's 
why I'd sooner you went before Toni came back, for 
maybe he'd bring a pal with him, and lhat'd make 
trouble. I won't say I shan't have it on my con- 
science, helping you to escape the law, but shooting 
a keeper ain't the same as footing an ordinary sort 
of man, as we aU know, and maybe he ain't so much 
the worse, so I won't think no more about it. 

[ 5 //^ opens the cottage door for him. On the threshold 
he is pulled up short the sound of approaching 

footsteps, and turns mth a frightened face,] 

Mrs. Adis. Maybe it's Tom. 

Crouch [in a low voice]. There’s more than one man 
there — and I can hear voices. 

Mrs. Adis [shortly]. You'd better go back. Wait 
till they've passed, anyway. 

[SAe closes the door. With an unwilling shru^ he goes 
back into the lean-to and she shuts him in. But 
a moment later, as she is crossing to the fireplace, 
he opens the door and calls after her^ 

Crouch \}n a low, terrified voice]. Sla'am, if they come 
here 

Mrs. Adis [angrily]. Keep in ! 
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[She slants the door on him, takes a large iron key from 
a nail rather hi^ in the wall beside the door, and 
locks him in. The lock grates noisily. She puts 
the key into her apron^pocket and goes to the fire- 
place. Footsteps ap^oach the cottage slowly 
and heavily. There is a pause, then a loud 
knock at tne door. Before Airs. Adis can reach 
the door Vidler enters and quickly closes it be- 
hind him. He comes down to the middle of the 
room, fad Pig Mrs. Adis in evident emharrassmcfit 
and twisting his cap nervously in his hands.'\ 

Mrs. Adis [staring at him]. Well, what is it ? 

Vidler. I — I want to speak to you, ma'am. [He 
stops, tongue-tied. | 

Mrs. Adis [sharply]. Well ? 

Vidler. I have brought you bad news, ma'am. 

Mrs. Adis [her ex^ession changing. What? It 
ain't Tom, is it ? 

Vidler. He's . . , outside. 

Mrs. Adis. What do you mean ? [5//^ moves to- 

wards the door^ 

Vidler [intercepting her]. Don't, ma'am. Not till 
I've told you. 

Mrs. Adis [iryii^ to push him aside, desperately]. 
Told me what ? Oh, be quick, man, for mercy's sake. 

Vidler. There's been a row. Down by Cinder Wood. 
There was a chap there snaring rabbits, and Tom was 
walking with the Boomans and me and old Crotch 
down from the Castle. We heard a noise in the 
Eighteen-pounder Spinney, and there ... It was too 
dark to see who it was, and he made off — ^but we'd 
sc^od him, and he . , . let fly with his gun . . . 

[He stoips short and looks at her, as if beseeching her to 
fill in the gaps of his story. lie has forgotten his 
guard.] 

Mrs. Adis. Tom 

[She has reached the door and flung it open. The 
men outside have evidently been waiting for the 
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signah She backs away from them towards the 
fire 0$ they come in slowly, carrying sofneihiftg 
on a Imrdle which they put down in the middle 
of the floor. It is Tom Adis, An old coat 
has been thrown over his body, but his face is 
uncovered, Mrs, Adis is leaning against the 
old basket-chair. The three men have drawn 
together in a little group,'] 

Mrs, Adis \in a dry, clear voice]. Is he dead? 

\The men nod, Vidler goes to her and helps her into 
the old basket-chair, Kemp takes a boUlc from 
his pocket and pours something into a cup on the 
table,] 

Kemp [putting the cufi to her lips]. Here, ma’.un, 
take a drop of this. It *11 give you strength. [.S/w 
drinks mechanically, and he takes the cup away,] 

Hobden, Wc'U go round to Ironlalch Cottage and 
ask Mrs. Gain to come down to you. 

Kemp, Reckon this is a turble thing to have come 
to you, but it*s the will o* Providence, as some folks 
say . . . and as fox the man who did it, we*ve a 
middling good guess who he is, and he shall swing. 

Hobden, We didn't see his face, but we've got his 
gun. 

Vidler, Ay, he threw it into an alder when he bolted, 
and I swear that gun belongs to Peter Crouch. He’s 
been up to no good since tlie day when Mus' Scales 
sacked him for stealing his com. 

Kemp, Reckon, though, he didn't know it was Tom 
when he did it, him and Tom being always better 
friends than he deserved. 

[Mrs. Adis does not hear them. She struggles to her 
feet, with the key of the lean-to in her hand, and 
moves over to the hirdle. The key slips from 
her nerveless fingers and falls heavily at her feet. 
Swaying, she stoops and picks it up, Slouiy 
and dtiUy she loo^ at the key, then at the door 
of the lean-io, and then at the dead man*s face. 
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Theye i$ a teniblc pause. Hohden has joined 
Kemp and Vidler beside the chair. They watch 
Mrs. Adis with frightened faces.] 

Vidler [unable to hear the silence longer]. The Boor- 
mans have gone after Crouch. They'd a notion as 
he'd broken through the woods Ironlatch way* . . , 
There's no chance of him having been by here ? You 
haven't seen him to-night, ma'am ? 

Mrs. Adis [slowly]. No. ... I haven't seen him. 
. . , Not since Tuesday. 

Hobden. Well, we'll be getting around and fetch 
Mr.s, Gain. Reckon you'd be glad to have her. 

Mrs, Adis [turning slowly towards them, and nodding. 
Will you carry him in there first ? [She points to the 
bedroom door. \ 

[YV/fjy pick lip the htrdle and carry it into the bedroom. 
She docs not move. When they come bacht each 
in turn wrings her hand silently and they go out, 
but she does not move or speak mtiil the door has 
closed behind them. Then she goes to the leartrto 
and unlocks it. Then, with a set face and a heavy 
dragging footstep, she goes into the bedroom and 
shuts herself in. There is a pause. The lean4o 
door opens and Peter Crouch comes out, a brokefi 
man. He gropes his way to the cottage door and 
disappears,] 
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Scene, — A garden in Frovincetown. On the sfecia’- 
tor*s right a two-story house runs hack from the prosce^ 
nnini — a door towards the fronts a second^story window 
towards the hack. Across ihe back runs a thick-set 
row of sunflowers nearly con- 
cealing a fence or wall. "Back 
of this are trees and sky. 

There is a gate at the left 
rear corner of the garden. 

Feople entering it come 
straight toward the front, 
down ihe left side and, to 
reach the nouse door, pass 
across ihe front of the stage. 

A fence with sunflowers like 
that at the hack doses off the 
left wing of the stage — a tree 
behind this left fence. 

The sundial stands on a 
broad step or pedestal which 
partly masks the dicing 
whim takes place behim it. 

The position of the sundial 
is to the left of the centre of 
the stage, midway between 
front am back. 

From behind ihe tree on the left the late afternoon sun 
throws a wdUdefined beam of light upon the horizontal 
plate of the sundial and upon the shaft which supports 
it* On this shaft is the accompanying diagram : two 
feed high and clearly visible. 

m 
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On the plate of the sundial stands the alarm clock* 
A huge shovel leans against the wall of the house-comer 
at the back, 

Ian is at the sundial. He sights over the style to 
some distant stake left rear, marking the north. He 
then sights over the cast and west line toward the six 
o*clock sun. Looks at shadow. Looks at alarm dock. 
Is intensely pleased, 

Ian [turning toward house and calling excitedly'], 
! Oh^ Eloiae I 

Kloise \inside house]. Hallo ! 

Inn, Come quick! You'll miss it. 

Kloise [poking her head out of the second-story 
window ; she cranes her neck to look straight up in the 
air]. What is it ? 

Ian, Come down here quick or you'll miss it. 

Eloise [disappears from window, A moment later 
comes rmining out, one braid of hair up and one braid 
down. Again looks wildly up in the air]. Where is it ? 

Ian [absorbed in the staidial]. Where's what ? 

Eloise, The airplane. 

Ian, Airplane? It's the sundial. It's right. Just 
look at this six o’clock shadow. [She goes around to 
the other side of it ^ It's absolutely mamematically — 
you're in the way of the sun, Eloise. [She steps aside,] 
Look I the style is set square on the true north — 
is the fifteenth of June — ^the clock is checked to the 
second by telegraph with the observatory at Washing- 
ton and see ! the clock is exactly nineteen minutes 
and twenty seconds behind the diadow — ^tihe pre- 
cise difference between Provincetown local time and 
standard Eastern time. 

Eloise, Then the sundial's really finished — and 
working right ! After aU these weeks ! Oh, Ian 1 ’ 

[Embraces Am.] 

Ian, It's good to get it right after all those mistakes, 
vision.] Why, Eloise, getting this right has 



TICKLESS TIME 135 

been a symbol of man's whole search for truth — the 
discovery and correction of error — the mind com- 
pelled to conform step by step to astronomical fact — 
to truth. 

Eloise [going to it again]. And to think that it's the 
sundial which is true and the clock — all Ae clocks — 
are wrong ! I'm glad it is true. Alice Knight has 
been here talking to me for an hour. I want to think 
that something's true. 

That's just it, Eloise. The sundial is more 
than sun-dial. It's a first-hand relation with truth. 
A personal relation. Wlicn you take your time from 
a clock you arc mechanically getting information from 
a machine. You're nothing but a clock yourself. 

Eloise, Like Alice Knight. 

Ian. But the sundial — this shadow is an original 
document — a scholar's source. 

Eloise, To tell lime by the shadow of the sun — so 
large and simple. 

Ian, I wouldn't call it simple. Here on this dia- 
gram I have worked out 

Eloise, Dearest, you know I can't understand dia- 
grams. But I get the feeUng of it, Ian — the sun, the 
North star. I love to think that this [placing her 
hands on the siyl^ is set by the North star. [Her right 
hand remains on the style, her left prolongs its line 
heavenward.] Why, if 1 could go on long enough I'd 
get to the North star I 

Ian [impressively]. The line that passes along the 
edge of this style joins the two poles of the heavens. 
[Eloise pulls away her head as one who fears an electric 
shock,] Look at this slow shadow and what you see 
is the spin of the earth on its axis. It is not so much 
the measure of time as time itself made visible. 

Eloise [knitting her brows to ^et this : escaping to an 
impetuous generality], Ian, which do you think is the 
more wonderful — space or time ? 

Ian [again sighting over his east and west lines. 



126 TEN MODERN PLAYS 

Good’-ktmouredlyl. Both are a little large for our 
approbation. 

Eloise [sitiing on the steps and putting up the other 
braid]. Do you know, Ian, that's the one thing about 
them I donT quite like* You can't get very intimate 
with them, can you ? They make you so humble. 
Tliat's one nice thing about a clock. A dock is some- 
times wrong. 

Ian, Don't you want to live in a first-hand relation 
to truth ? 

Eloise, Yes ; yes, I do— generally. 

Jan, I have a feeling as of having touched vast 
forces. To work diicctly with worlds — it lifts me out 
of that little routine of our lives, which is itself a dock. 

Eloise {catching his exultation]. Let us be like this I 
Lei us have done with docks ! 

Ian, Eloise, how wonderful ! Stop the clocks and 
live by the sundial ? Live by the non-automatic sun- 
dial— as a pledge that we ourselves refuse to be auto- 
matons ! 

Eloise, Like Alice Knight, [She takes clock from 
dial and puts it face downward on the grotmd.] I shall 
never again have anything to do with a dock ! 

Ian, Eloise I How corking of you I I didn't think 
you had it in you. [Raising his right hand,] Do you 
solemnly swear to live by me truth, the whole truth, 
and nothing but the truih ? 

Eloise [h^ hand upon the sundial], I swear. 

Ian, Bring tliem ! 

Eloise, Bring ? 

Jan. The docks ! Bring them ! [Seizes the spade 
ever fry the house ; begins to dig a grave behind the sun-- 
dial^ Bring every one ! We buiy the docks 
before the sundial— an offering, a living sacrifice. 
I tell jrou this is great, Eloise. What is a dock ? 
Something agreed upon and arbitrarily imposed upon 
vs. Standard time. Not true time* Symbolizing 
the whole standardization of our lives. Clocks I 



TICKLESS TIME 127 

Why, it is clockiness that makes America mechanical 
and mean ! Clock-minded I A clock is a little 
machine that shuts us out from the wonder of time, 
[A large gesture with the shovel,'] Wlio thinks of spin- 
ning worlds when looking at a clock? How dare 
clocks do this to us ? But the sundial — ^because 
there was creation, because there are worlds outside 
our world, because space is rhythm and time is flow 
that shadow falls precisely there and not elsewhere ! 
Bring them, Eloisc 1 I am digging the graves of the 
clocks 1 

[Eloisey swept np by this ecstasy ^ yet frightefted at what 
it is bringing her tOy hesitates y then runs to house, 
Ian digs with rhythmic vigotir, A moment later 
Eloise is seen pceruig down at him from windowy 
in her arms a cuckoo clock. It begins to cuckoo, 
startling Eloise,] 

Ian, 'IhaL confounded cuckoo ! 

[A moment later Eloise comes oiity bearing cuckoo 
clock and an old-fashioned clock, Ian's back 
is to her ; she has to pass the alarm clocky lying 
where she left it, prone on the ground. She 
hesitates, then carefully holding the other two 
clocks in one arm, she stealthily goes rear and 
puts the alarfn clock behind the sunfiouers. 
Then advances with the other two,] 

Ian [while digging. Into these graves go all that is 
clock-like in our own minds. All that a clock world 
has made of us hes buried here ! 

[Eloise stands rather appalled at the idea of so much 
of herself going into a grave. Puts the old- 
fashionea clock carefully on the ground. Gingerly 
fUs the cuckoo clock into the completed grave. 
With an exclamation of horror lim it out of 
the grave. Listens to its tick. Puts her ear 
to the sundial ; listens vainly,] 

Eloise, The sundial doesn‘t tick, does it, Ian ? 

Ian, Wliy should it tick ? 
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Eloise, Do you know, Ian, I — [tmidlyj I like to hear 
the ticking of a clodc, [JVp repl^, Eloise holds tip ffie 
cuckoo dock] This was a wedding present. 

Ian. No wonder marriage fails, 

[He moves to take it from her.] 

Eldse. I wonder if we hadn't better leave the 
cuckrK) until to'-morrow. 

Ian. Flaming worlds I A cuckoo ! 

Elotse. Eddy and Alice gave us the cuckoo. You 
know they're a)ming back. I asked them for dinner. 

* They might not und(‘rhtand our burying their clock. 

Ian. Their failure to understand need not limit our 
lives, , 

[Puis the cuckoo dock in its grave and begins to cover 
it] 

Eloise the earth goes on]. I liked the cuckoo ! I 
liked to see him popping out ! 

Ian [kindly]. You will grow, Eloise, You will go out 
to large things now that you liavc done with small ones. 

Eloise. 1 hope so. It will be hard on me if I don't. 

[Ian reaches for the other clock] 

Eloise [smtehing it]. Oh, Ian, I don't think I ought 
to bury this one. It's the clock my grandmother 
started housekeeping with ! 

Ian [firmly taking clock]. And see what it did to her. 
Metiemous old woman 1 [Puts it in its grave.] 

Eloise. You were glad enough to get her pies and 
buckwheat cakes, 

Jm. She had all the smaU virtues. But a stan> 
dardized mind. [Trampling down the grave.] She 
lacked scope. And now— a little grave for little 
clocks. [Takes out his watek puts it in the grave.] 
Your watch, Eloise. 

Eloise [holding to her wrisit watch]. I thought Td 
keep my watch, Ian. [Hastily.] For an ornament, 
ymi know. 

Ian. We are going to let truth be your ornament, 
Eloise. 
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Eloise. Nobody sees truth. {With a fresh otHhiirsi!\ 
Tliis watch was my graduation present ! 

Ian, Symbolizing ail the standardized arbitrary 
things you were taught ! Commemorating the dork- 
like way your mind was made to run. Free yourself 
of that watch, Eloise. [Eloise reluctantly frees herself. 
Ian briskly covers the watches. Moves to the unfilled 
grave.l Is there nothing for tliis grave ? \Eloise 
shakes her head.] Sure — the alarm dock I 

Eloise {running to the sim flowers and spreading out 
her skirts before them]. Oh, Ian, not tlic alarm dork! 
How would we ever go to Boston ? Tlio train doesn't 
run by the sun. 

Ian. Then the train is wrong. 

Eloise. But, Ian, if the train is wrong we have to be 
wrong to catch the train. 

Ian. Thafs civilization, [Stands resolutely by the 
grave.] The alarm clock, Eloise. The giave awaits 
it. 

Eloise [taking it ups her arms folded around it]. I 
wanted to go to Boston and buy a hat I 

Ian. The sun will fall upon your dear head and give 
you life. 

Eloise [about to cry]. But no style I It ticks so loud 
and sure I 

Ian. All false things are loud and sure. 

Eloise. I need a tick ! I am afraid of tickless time 1 

[Holding the clock in both hands she places it against 
her left ear.] 

Ian [spade still in his right hands he places his left arm 
around her reassuringly]. You will grow, Eloise. You 
are growing. 

[He takes the clock as he is saying this. She turns 
her head backwards following the departing clock 
with surprised and helpless eyes, disconsolately 
watches him bury it] 

Eloise [an inspiration]. Ian I Couldn't you fix the 
sundial to be set and go oil ? 

( 3 , 168 ) 
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Ian \pain€d\. “ Set and go off ? [Pa%i^e ; regards 
the sun,] Sine sole silio, 

Eloise, Wiat did you say, Ian ? 

Ian, I faiiid : Sine sole silio, 

Eloise, Well, I don't know what you say when you 
say that. 

Ian, It*?> a f-atin motto Pve just thought of for 
tht: sundial. It means, Without sun, I am silent.'* 
Silence ii f^rcat virtue. [Having finished the grave, 
he looks around t making sure there are no more clocks, 
loyonsly, j Now we are freed ! Eloise, think what 
life is Lf) be ! Done with approximations. Done 
with nuwf »iuf‘ thinking. In a world content with false 
tiling we an* true, 

Eloise \s*Uing on the Yes, it's beautiful, I 

want U) be true. It's jitst that it's a little hard to be 
true in a false world. For instance, to-morrow I have 
an appoiulm>‘nt with the dentist. If I come on sun- 
time I supp(j>ie I'll be twenty minutes 

Jem [eagerly. Going to the sundial and pointing. 

If you will just let me explain this table ^Eloise 

shrinks back, Ian gives it up,] Oh, well, tell him you 
are living by the truth. 

Eloise, I’m afraid he'll charge me for it. And when 
we a.sk people for dinner at seven, they’ll get here at 
tMV’onty minutes of seven. Or will it be twenty minutes 
after seven ? 

lark [smoothmg down graves]. It wiU be a part of 
eternal time. 

Eloise, Yes — that's true. Only the roast isn't so 
ett nnd. Why do they have clocks wrong ? 

Ian, Oh, Eloise, I've explained it so many times. 
You— living in Provincetown, three hundred miles to 
the eastward, arc living by the mean solar time of 
Pliibidelphia. [Venomously,] Do you want to live 
by the mean solar time of Philadelphia ? 

Eloise, Certainly «i3i5. [An idea,] Then has Phila- 
dfilpliia gut the right time ? 
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Jan, It's right six miles this side of Philadelphia. 

Eloise, We might move to Philadelphia. 

[Entey through gate, Mrs, Stubbs, a ProvUicetown 
native,”] 

Mrs, Stubbs, Now, Mr, Joyce, this sun clock — ^is it 
running ? 

Jan, It doesn’t run,” Mrs, Stubbs. It is acted 
upon. 

Mrs. Stubbs, Oh, Well, is it being acted upon ? 

Jan. As surely as the sun shmes, 

Mrs. Stubbs \looking at the sun]. And it is shining 
to-day, isn’t it ? Well, will you tell nu* the time ? 
My clock has stopped and I want to sot it. 

Ian \happily]. You hoar, Eluise? Her clock has 
stopped. 

Mrs. Stubbs, Yes, I forgoi to wind it. 

Eloise [grieved to think of any one living in such a 
world]. Wind it I 

Jan, Do you not see, Mrs. Stubbs, where the shadow 
falls ? [She comes up the sfe/>s,] From its millions 

of spinn You're in the way of the sun, Mrs. 

Stubbs. [She steps aside.] Its millions of spinning 
miles the sun casts that shadow, and here we know 
that it is eight minutes past six. 

Mrs, Stubbs. Now, ain't that wonderful? Dear, 
dear, I widi Mr. Stubbs could make a sun clock. 
But he's not handy around the house. Past six. 
Well, I must hurry back. They work to-nigjit at 
the cold storage, but Mr. Stubbs gets home for his 
supper at half-past six. 

[Starts away, reaching the gate,] 

Eloise [rurming to her]. Oh, Mrs, Stubbs 1 Don't 
get his supper by sun-time. It wouldn’t be ready. It 
— [With a hesitant look at Ian] might get cold. 

i Mrs, Stubbs stares,'] You see, Mr. Stubbs is coming 
lome by the mean solar time of Philadelphia. 

Mrs, Stubbs [loyal to Mr, Stubbs], vVlto said he 
was? 
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Eloise [in Aistress], Oh, it*s all so false ! And 
arbitraiy ! 

[To lan!\ But I think Mis. Stubbs had better be 
false and arbitrary too. Mr. Stubbs might rather 
have his supper than the truth. 

Mfs. Stubbs [advancing a little]. What is this about 
my being false ? And — arbitrary ? 

Eloise. You see, you have to be, Mrs, Stubbs. We 
don’t blame you. How can you live by the truth if 
Mr. Stubbs doesn’t work by it ? 

Mrs. Stubbs. This is the first word I ever heard said 
against Joiinni<‘ Stubbs’s way of freezin’ fish, 

EUnsc. Oh, Mrs. Stubbs, if it were merely his way of 
fretv.ing fis>h ! 

Ian. Sin(‘e you are not trying to establish a direct 
relation with truth, set your dock at five minutes of 
six. The dorks, as would be clear to you if you would 
establish a fiistdiand relation with this diagram, 
Eloise, are slow. 

Mrs. Stxihbs. You mean your sun clock’s wrong. 

Ian. All other clocks are wrong. 

Ehnse. You live by the mean solar time of Phila- 
delphia. 

Mrs. Stnhhs. I do no such thing I 

Eloise. Yes, you do, Mrs. Stubbs. You see the sun 
can’t be both here and in Philadelphia at the same 
time. Now could it ? So we have to pretend to be 
where it is in Philadelphia. 

Mrs. Stubbs. Wlio said we did ? 

Eloise, W^ell [after a look at Ian] the Government. 

Mrs. Stubbs, Them congressmen ! 

Eloise. But Mr. Joyce and I You're standing 

on a grave, Mrs. Stubbs. [Mrs. Stubbs jumps.] The 
grave of my grandmother’s clock, [In reply to Mrs* 
Stubbs's look of amazement.] Oh yes ! That dock has 
done harm enough. Mrs. Stubbs, think what time is 
— and then consider my ^andmother’s dock I Tick, 
tkk I Tick, tick ! Messing up eternity like that 1 
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Mrs, Stuhbs [after failing to think of anything ade-> 
qmi^* I must get Mr. Stubbs his supper ! 

[Frightenei cxiiJ\ 

Ian [standing near home door}» Eloise, how I love 
you when feeling lifts you out of routine ! Do you 
know, dearest, you are very sensitive in the way you 
feel feeling ? Sometimes I think that to fed feeling 
is greater than to feel. You're like the dial. Your 
sensitiveness is the style — ^the gnomon— to cast the 
shadow of the feeling all around you and mark what 
has been felt. 

[They embrace. Eddy and Alice open the 

Eddy. Ahem ! [He comes down.] Ahem ! We 
seem to have come ahead of time. 

Eloise. Oh, Eddy ! Alice ! [Moving iotmrd Eddy 
but not passing the dial,] We are living by sun-time 
now. You haven't arrived for twenty minutes. 

Eddy, We haven't arrived for twenty minutes? 
[FeeliTtg himself.] Wliy do I seem to be here ? 

Alice [approaching dial]. So this is the famous sun- 
dial ? How very interesting it is 1 

Eloise, It's more than that. 

Alice, Yes, it's reaUy beautiful, isn’t it ? 

Eloise. It's more than that. 

Eddy. Is it ? 

Eloise, It's a s3mbol. It means that Ian and I 
are done with approximations arbitrarily and falsely 
imposed upon us. 

Eddy, Well, I should^think you would be. Who's 
been doing that to you? 

Eloise. Don't step on the graves, please, Alice. 

Alice [starting back in horror]. Graves ? 

Eloise [ffointing down]. The lies we inherited lie 
buried there. 

Eddy, Well, I should think that might make quite 
a graveyard. So the sundial is built on lies. 

Eloise, Indeed it is not 1 

Alice, Does it keep time ? 
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Ian. It doesn't " keep " time. It gives it. 

Eddy {comparing with his watch]. Well, it gives it 
wrong. It's twenty minutes fast. 

[Ian and Elme smile at one another in a sup&riof 
way] 

Alice, You couldn't expect a home-made dock to 
be perfectly accurate. I think it's doing very well to 
como within twenty minutes of the true time. 

Ian. It IS true time. 

Eloise. You think it's twenty minutes fast because 
your puny, meticulous little watdi is twenty minutes 
slow. 

Alice. Wliy, is it, Eddy ? [Comparing watches across 
the sundial. \ No, Eddy's watch is right by mine. 

Inn. And neither of you is right by the truth. 

EMse Ipiiyingly]. Don't you know that you are 
nmning bv the mean solar lime of Philadelphia ? 

Eddy. Well, isn't everybody else running that way ? 

Eloise. Does tliat make it right ? 

Eddy. I get you. You arc going to cast off standard 
time and live by solar time. 

Eloise. Lies for truth. 

Eddy. But how are you going to connect up with 
otiier people ? 

Ian. w can allow for their mistakes. 

Eloise. We will connect with other people in so far as 
other people are capable of connecting with the truth I 

Eddy. I'm afraid you'll be awful lonesome some- 
times. 

AUu. But, Eloise, do you mean to say that you are 
going to insist on being right when other people are 
wrong? 

Emse. I insisi upon it. 

AUce. What a life ! 

Eddy. Come now, what difference does it make if 
we're wrong, if we're all wrong together ? 

Ian* That idea has made a clock of the human mind. 

[Enter Annie] 
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Ami&, Mrs, Joyce, can't I have my clock back now ? 
I don’t know when to start dinner, 

Ian [consulting dial]. By true time, Annie, it is 
twenty minutes past six. 

Eloise [confidentially]. By false time, it is six. 

Annie, I have to have my kitchen clock back. 

[She looks around for it,] 

Ian, We are done with clocks, Annie. 

Amvie, You mean I’m not to have it back ? 

Eloise, It lies buried there. 

Annie, Buried ? My clock buried ? It’s not dead 1 

Ian, It's dead to us, Annie. 

Annie [after looking at the grave]. Do I get a new 
clock ? 

Eloise, Wc are going to establish a first-hand rela- 
tion with truth. 

Annie, You can't cook without a clock. 

Ian, A superstition. And anyway — ^have you not 
the sun ? 

Annie [after regarding the sun\ I'd rather have a 
clock than the sun. [Returns to her clockless kitchen,] 

Ian, That’s what clocks have made of the human 
mind. 

Eddy [coming to Ian], Of course, this is all a joke. 

Ian, The attempt to reach truth has always been 
thought a joke. 

Eddy. But this isn't any new truth I "Wliy re-reach 
it ? 

Ian, I'm reaching it myself. I'm getting the 
impact — as of a fresh tnith. 

Alice, But hasn't it all been worked out for us ? 

Ian, And we take it never knowing— never feeling — 
what it is we take. 

Eloise, And that has made us the mechanical things 
we are 1 

Armie [frantically rushes in^ peeling an 
Starting the sauce for the spi^ketti. Pry onions in 
butter mree minutes. 
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[Wildly regards sitntlial— traces curved line of dia^ 
gram mth knife. Looks despairingly at the sun. 
Tears bach into house,] 

Ian, You gel no sense of wonder in looking at a 
clock. 

Alice, Yes, do you know, I do, Tve always thought 
that clocks were perfectly wonderful, I never could 
Uiidci stand how they amid run like that. 

IMse, 1 suppose you know they run wrong ? 
hddy. What do you moan nin wrong ? 

IJiW, Why. you are tunning by the mean solar 
tiiiu* fit Idulaclolphia 1 And yet here you are in 
Piov iivvtown, whons the sun is a very different mailer, 
\m have no direct relation with the sun, 
hildy. That dmsuT seem to worry me much. 
itoi. No, it woulduT wony you, Eddy. You're too 
pel hr t a product of a standaidized woild. 

[Eddy bows achiowledgment,] 
Annie [rushing out to look at dial]. Add meat, blown 
seven ttihiul(s. 

[Measures seven minutes between thumb and finger, 
holds up ihh fragment of time made mihle and 
tarries it carefully into the house,] 

Eddy, That girl'll get heart disease. 

Ian", Let her establish a first-hand relation to heat. 

If she'd take a look at the food instead of the clock 

Eddy, Trouble is we have to establish a first-hand 
relation with the spaghetti. [Eddy now comes down 
and regards (he sumiaL Moralizes!] If other people 
have got the wrong dope, you’ve got to have the wrong 
dope or be an off ox. 

hin. Perfect product of a standardized nation ! 
Eddy \jpoinUiig with his stick]. What's this standard- 
ized snake ? 

Inn, That’s my diagram correcting the sun. 

Eddy, Does one correct the sun ? 

Ehnse [from behind the dial], Ian 1 Correcting the 
ounl 
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Ian. You see there arc only four days in the year 
when the apparent time is the same as the average 
time. 

Eloise [in growing alarni\. Do you mean to tell me 
the faun is not right with 

Ian. I've tried to explain it to you, Eloise, but you 
said you could get the feeling of it without under- 
standing it. This curve [^ointin^ marks the varia- 
tion. Sere to-day, you see, the shadow is " right " 
as you caU it — that is, average. It will be right again 
here in September, and again 011 December twenty- 
first. 

Alice. My birthday ! 

Eloise. Ian, you mean to say tlie sun only tells the 
right sun-iimo four days in the year ? 

Ia 7 i. It always tells the " right ” sun-time, but here 
the said right sun-time fifteen irduutes behind its own 
average, and here it is sixteen minutes aliead. TJiis 
scale here across the bottom shows you the number 
of minutes to add or subtract. 

Eloise [with bitterness]. Add ! Subtract I Then 
you and your sun are false I 

Ian. No, Eloise, not false. Merely intricate. 
Merely not regular. Machines are regular. 

Eloise. You got me to bury the clocfe andlive by the 
sun — and now you tell me you have to fix up the sun. 

Ian. It was you who said bury the clocks. 

Eloise. I suppose you have to do something to the 
North star too 1 

Jflw. Yes, the North star is not true north. 

[He starts to point out its error ^ sighting over the style 
of the dial.] 

Eloise. What is true ? What is true ? 

Ian [with vision]. The mind of man, 

Eloise. I think Td better have a clock. [A new 
gMsi.] You told me I was to live by the sun, and now 
— after the clocks are in their graves — ^what I am to 
live by is that snake. [She points at diagram.] 
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Ian. You are a victim of misplaced confidence, 
Eloise. Sometimes when one feels tilings without 
understanding them one feels the wrong thing. But 
there's nothing to worry about. The sun and I can 
take care of the sun's iiiegulaiities. 

Eddy. Take heart, Eloise. It’s a standardized 
suru 

Ian. It's not a blindly accepted sun ! 

Annie \who corner as 07te not to be put aside]. What'll 
I do wilt n it lains ? 

Ian. You'll your mind. 

Annie. To toll time by ? \LooIm^ to Eloise!] I 
think r<l boLtoi iiiul unothoi place. 

Alive for ward t rct\arding this as a really 

serious matter]. No, don't do that, Annie. 

hUnsc {ica>jidly\. You don't know the wonders of 
your f)wn mind ! 

A nnie. No, ma'am. \A fter a look at the sun, becomes 
terrified.] It's going down 1 

hddy. Yes, it goes down. 

Annie. How'll we tell time when it's dark ? 

Ian. Sine sole silio. 

Annie. Is that saying how we'll know when it's time 
to go to bed ? 

Jan. The doves know when to go to bed. 

Annie. The doves don't go to me pictures. 

Eloise [hysterically]. You'll grow, Annie ! 

Annie. I'd rather have a clock I [Exit!] 

Ian. She'd rather have a clock than grow. 

Alice. Now why can't one do both ? 

Ian. One doesn't — that's the answer. One merely 
has the dock. I'd rather be a fool than a machine. 

Eddy. I never definitely elected to be cither. 

Ian. One can be both without electing either. 

Eloise. I want to hear the ticking of a dock 1 

Eddy. It’s a nice thing to hear. The ticking of a 
clock means the minds of many men. As lon^ as the 
mind of man has to--fix; up the facts of nature in order 
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to create ideal time I feel it's a little more substantial 
to have the minds of many men. 

Alice, As IVe told you before, Eloise, you can’t do 
belter than accept the things that have been all worked 
out for you. 

Ian, You hear them, Eloise ? You see where this 
defence of clocks is leaing ? 

Eloise, Ian, I’m terribly worried— and a little hurt 
— about the sun, [ris one begint^ing a dirge,} The 
sun has failed me. The North star is false. 

Ian [going to her], I am here, dearest. 

Eloise, Sometimes you seem so much like space. I 
am running by the sun — that wobbly sun [looking at it], 
and every one else is ruiming by PhUadelpliia, I want 
a little clock to tick to me I 

Ian. You will grow, dearest. 

Eloise, There's no use growing. The things you 
grow to are wrong. [Pressing her hands to her head,] 
I need a tick in time 1 

Ian [striding savagely from her]. Very well, then ; 
dig up the clocks. 

Eddy, Now you’re tallcing ! [Eloise springs up ^ 

Ian, Dig up tire clocks ! And we spend our lives 
nineteen minutes and twenty seconds apart I 

[Eloise is arrested, appalled. Dreadful pause,] 

Eloise, You mean we'd never get together ? 

Ian, Time would lie between us. I refuse to be 
recaught into a clock world. It was you, Eloise, who 
proposed we give up the clocks and hve in this first- 
hand relation to truth. 

Eloise, I didn't know I was proposing a first-hand 
relation with that snake 1 

Ian, It's not a snake 1 It’s a little piece of the long 
winding road to truth. It's the discarding of error, 
the adjustment of fact. And I did it myself. And 
it puts me on that road. Oh, I know po Eddy and 
Alice] how you can laugh if you yourself feel no need 
to truth. And you, Eloise, if you don't want to 
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feel time — reUim to your mean little clock. What is 

a clock ? A clock is the soulless 

[The alarm clock enters a protest Smothered sound 
of the alarm going off %mdcrgro%md. Eloise 
screams,] 

Eloise, The alarm clock ! It's going of! ! 

Alice, Buried alive ! 

EloUe, Oh no — oh no I How terrible ! Ian, how 
terrible ! 

[She runs to him. Alarm clock, being intermittent, 
goes off again,] 

Ian, Eloise, if you listen to the voice of that 
(ICK’k -- 

Eddy, How bravely it tries to function in its grave ! 

Tlio death stiuggle — the last gasp ! 

[With another scream Eloise snatches spade, begins 
to dig ; alarm clock gives another little gasp ; 
spade is too slow for her; in her desperation 
goes to it with her hands. Gets it and, as she 
holds it aloft, the alarm clock rings its triumph,] 

Eloise [holding it to her ear]. It's tickmg ! It ticks ! 
It ticks ! Oh, it's good to hear the tickmg of a clock ! 

[/Is he hears this, Ian, after a moment of terrible 
silence, goes and unscrews the plate of the sun- 
dial, All watch him, afraid to speak. He takes 
it off, holds it above the grave from which the alarm 
clock has been rescued^ 

Eloise, Ian ! What are you doing ? [He does not 
answer, bid puts the sundial in the alarm clock's grave,] 
Ian 1 No ! No ! Not that ! Not your beautiful 
sundial i Oh no ! Not that ! 

[Ian, having finished the burial of the sundial, sees 
the alarm clock and ptits it on the pedestal from 
which the sundial has been taken,] 

Ian, We bow down, as of old, to the mechanical, 
W'e will have no other god but it. 

[He then sits on the step, sunk in gloom, Annie 
appears, in her hand a panful of water,] 
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Annie, This liver has to soak five minutes. 1*11 soak 
it here. [Sees the alarm clock ; with a cry of joy^l 
My clock! My clock! [Overcome with emotion,'] 
Oh \ My clock f My clock f Can I take it in the 
house to finish dinner ? 

EUnse \m a hopeless voice]. Yes, take it away. 

[Beamingt Annie bears it to the kitchen. Eloise 
now kneels behind the grave of the sundial.'] 

Eddy. Let us leave them alone with their dead. 

[Leads Alice to the corner of the house ; they look off 
down the road. Eloise and Ian sit there on either 
side of the grave, swaying a little back and forth, 
as those who mourn.] 

Eloise [looking at grav^ . I had thought life was going 
to be so beautiful. 

Ian. It might have been. 

Eloise [looking at empty pedestal], I suppose it will 
never be beautiful again. 

Ian, It cannot be beautiful again. 

[Suddenly, with a cry, Eloise gets up and darts to the 
house : cofnes racing back with the alarm dock, 
snatches spade, desperately begins to dig a grave.] 

Eloise. Ian 1 Ian 1 Don* t you see what Tm doing ? 
Tm willing to have a first-hand relation with the sun 
even though it*s not regular. 

[But Ian is as one who has lost hope. Eddy and Alice 
turn, to watch the reburial of the alarm clock. 
Annie strides in.] 

Annie [in no mood for feeling. Whereas my alarm 
clock? 

Eloise. I am burying it. 

Annie. Again ? [Looks at sundial] And even 
the sun-clock*s gone 1 

Eddy. All is buried. Truth. Error. We have 
returned to the nothing from which we came. 

Annie. This settles it. Now I go. I leave. 

[Firm with purpose re-enters the kousei] 

Alice [exciteAy]. Eloise 1 She means it ! 
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Eloise [ilidly]. I suppose she does. 

[Continues her gravediggingj\ 

Alice, But you can't get anybody else ! You can't 
get anybody now. Oh, this is madness ! What does 
any of the rest of it matter if you have lost your cook ? 
[r^ Jaw,] Eloise can't do the work ! Peel potatoes 
— scnib. What's the difference what's true if you 
hav<* to clean out your own sink ? [Despairing of him 
she turns to Eloise,'] Eloise, stop fussuig about the 
moon and stars ! You're losing your cook 1 

[Annie conies from the house with suitcase, shawl- 
strap, and hand-hag on long strings, Marches 
siravfit to left of stage, makes a face at the sun, 
manhes to gate, left rear, and off,'] 

Alice, EAAy, go after hsiv\ Heavens! Has wo one 
a inin<l ? (to after her ! 

Eddy, What's the good of going after her without a 
clock ? 

Alice, Well, get a clock 1 For heaven's sake, get a 
duck ! Elt)i-^c, get off the grave of the alarm clock I 
[E/owe stands like a monument. To Eddy,‘\ Well, 
there are graves aU around you. Dig something else 
up. No ! Y'ou call her back. I'll 

[Snatches spade, which is resting against sundial ped- 
estal, begins to dig, Eddy stands at hack, calling^ 

Eddy, Annie I Oh, Annie ! "Wait, Annie ! 

Alice [while frantically digging. Say something to 
interest her, imbecile ! 

Eddy in hand, straw hat in the other, making 
wild signals with both]. Come home, Annie I Qock 
Clock 1 [Giving up that job and throwing off his coat! 
Y'ott interest her and I’ll dig. [Th^ change places! 

Alice, She's most to the bend ! Eddy, don't you 
know how to dig ? 

[Eddy, who has been digging with speed and skill, 
produces the clock with which Eloise's grand- 
mother started housekeeping. Starts to dash off 
with it] 
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Ehize {di(lly\. That dock doesn't keep time. Annie 
hates it. ^ ^ 

Ian \a$ if irritated hy all this inefficiency]. What she 
wants IS the alarm clock. Get off the grave, Eloise. 

[He disinters alarm clock and with it r%ms after Armie, 
Alice draws a long breath and rubs her hack, 
Eddy brings the clock he dug up and sets it on the 
pedestal. Then he looks down at the disturbed 
graves.] 

Eddy, Here's a watch 1 [Lifts it from the grave ; 
holds %t out to Eloise ; she does not take it, lie puis it 
on the pedestal beside the clock,] Here's another watch. 
[Holds up Ian's watch.] Quite a valuable piece of 
ground. 

[Now is heard the smothered voice of a cuckoo,] 

Mice [jumping]. What's tliat ? 

Eloise. The cuckoo. I suppose it's lonesome. 

Alice [outraged^. Cuckoo ! [Pointing,] In that 
grave ? The cuckoo we gave you ? [Eloise nods,] 
Y ou buried our wedding present ? [Eloise again nods, 
Eddy and Alice draw together in indignation,] Well, 
I must say, the people who try to lead the right kind 
of lives always do the wrong thing. [Stiffiy,] I am 
not accustomed to having my wedding presents put 
in graves. WiU you please dig it up, Eddy ? It will 
do very well on the mantel in our library. And my 
back nearly broken digging for your cook ! 

[She holds her hack. While Eddy is digging up the 
cuckoo, Annie and Ian appear and march across 
from gate to house, Annie triumphantly bearing 
her alarm clock, Ian — a captive at her chariot 
wheels— following with suitcase, shawl^strap, 
and long strings of hag around his wrist, A 
moment later Ian comes out of the house, looks 
at each dug-up thing, stands by the grave of the 
sundial. Enter Mrs, 

Mrs. Stubbs, Oh, Mr. Joyce, I've come to see your 
sun-clock again. Mr. Stubbs says he*U not be run 
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from Philadelphia. He says if you have got the time 

straight from the sun [Se^s that the sundial is 

gone.] Oh, do you take it in at night ? 

Ian. The sundial lies buried there. 

Mrs. Slubhs. YouVe buried the sun-clock? And 
dug up all the wrong clocks ? [With a withering glance 
at Eloise.] That's how a smart man's appreciated ! 
Wliat did you bury it for, Mr. Joyce ? 

\kddy gives the cuckoo dock to Alice!] 

Ian. It cannot live in this world where no one wants 
truth or ft •( ling about truth. This is a world for clocks. 

Mrs. Stubbs. Wi‘ll, I want truth ! And so does 
Johnnie Stubbs ! If you'll excuse my saying so. 
Mi. jovets after you've made a thing that's right you 
ougldn'l to bury it, even if there is noljody to want it. 

And now that I want it [Mrs. Stubbs takes the 

spade and begins to dig up the sundial. Ian cannot 
resisi this and helps her. He lifts the sundial, she 
brushes it off and he fits it to its place on the pedestal!] 
N ow there it ia, ilr. J oyce , and as good as if it had never 
s^’en the grave. [SVic looks at the setting s^m.] And 
there's time for it to make its shadow before this sun 
has gone. 

Ian. The simple mind has beauty. 

Eloise [coming to him]. I want to be simpler. 

Mrs. Stubbs. Now what time would you say it was, 
Mr. Joyce? 

Ian. I would say it was twenty minutes of seven, 
Mrs. Stubbs. 

Mrs. Stubbs [looking at Eddy and Alice and ike cuckoo 
dock]. And they would say it was twenty minutes past 
six ! Well, I say : let them that want sun-time have 
sun-time and them that want tick-time have tick- 
time. [Annie appears at the door.] 

Annie [in a flat voice]. It*s dinner-time 1 
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X^o: 

A NIGHT OF THE TROJAN WAR 

SCENE I 

A Grecian tent on the Plain before Troy, towards the 
md of the ten years' war. It is a starry simmer 
night, Pronax and Salvius, two young Greek soldiers, 
are in a tent, Salvius reading by a lighted torch, Pronax 
watching the night. During the scene a Sentinel passes 
at intervals to and fro behind the tent, 

Pronax, So is the night often at home. I have seen 
WTiite orchards brighten under a summer moon, 

As now these tents under the stars. This hour 
My father's coppices are full of song, 

Wftiile sleep is on the comfortable house — 

Unless one dear one wakes to think of me 
And count my chances when the Trojan death 
Goes on its nightly errand. \The Sentinel passes,] 

It's a dear home, 

And fragrant, and there’s blessed fruit and com. 

And thoughts that make me older than my youth 
Come even from the nettles at the gate. 

To-day, perhaps, the harvesters are out. 

And on the night is the ripe pollen blown . . . 

And this is the third harvest that has gone 
While we have wasted on a barren plain 
To avenge some wrong done in our babyhood 
On beauty that we have not seen. Three years 
But so it is, and so it must be done, 
w 


t • « 
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Till the Greek oath is proven. Salvius, 

Why is all lovely thought a pain ? 

Salvias. We know 

Even upon the flood of adoration, 

That beauty passes. That's the tragic tale 
That is our woild. 

Pmtax. Is it not veiy strange 

That, prisoned in this quarrel so long and long, 

Until to remember a little Argive street 
Is torture to the bone, yet there is now 
Nothing of ha tied in the blood for them 
Whose death is all our daily use, but merely 
Consent in death, knowing that death may strike 
Across our tongues as lightly as those that lie 
h'or iwer dumb because we might not spare. 

Salvius. Not stiange ; who goes in company with 
death, 

Watching his daily desolation, thinking. 

On every stroke, of all the agony 
That from that stroke goes throbbing, throbbing, 
tlirobbing, 

Forgets all hate. How should we hate the dead ? 
And, where death ranges as among us now. 

You, Pronax, I, and our antagonists 
And friends alike are all but as dead men 
[The Sentinel fusses^ 

Moving together in a ghostly world. 

With life a luckless beggar at the door. 

It is not ours to hate, who have all put by 
That safety where men think eternity 
Imineasurably far, and leisured passions have 
Their co^ breeding place. Great kings may hate. 
And priests may munder hate, and grey-beard 
prophets 

May again to those who cry their hate 
In pride oi their new-found authority, 

Feiing lest love should mark them as they are. 

And send them barren from their brutal thrift. 
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But not for us this envy. It is ours 
Merely to die, or give the death that these 
Out of their hatred or indifference will, 

Pfonax, It's not that a man grows tardy in his 
duty . . • ^ 

It's still a glad tiling to do as the motherland bids. 
Though the blind soul forgets how sprang the cause. 

I shall die in my hour, though it should come to-day. 
Not grudging. Yet it is bitterness for youth, 

When nouiing should be but scrutiny of life. 

Mating, and building towards a durable fame. 

And setting the hearthstone trim for a lover's cares, 
To let all knowledge of these things go, and learn 
Only of death, that sliould be hidden from youth, 

A great thing biding upon the fullness of age, 

And not made common gossip among those tides 
Of daily beastliness. And still I must remember, 

For all I have renounced my thronging life, 

My orchards, and my rivers, and the bells 
Of twilight cattle moving in the mist. 

Salvius, I know ; the mind grows faint with think- 
ing of them — 

Those little, lovely things of home. My bed 
Looks to the west on the Ionian sea — 

A sweet, fresh-smelling room it is. I wrote 
My rightest poems there. I cannot see 
A sail now coming Troyward but my brain 
Is sick for that small room, above the quay 
Where sailors laugh at dawn and all day long, 

Until the silent sunset ships go out 
Into Sicilian waters. 

Fronax. There your poems 

Were made, in Pylos ; and in Athens I 
Too dreamed, although I caught no lyric song — 

I envy you your song ; — was to build 
A cleaner state ; I dreamed a policy 
Purer than states have known ; I was to bring 
Princedom to every hearth, to every man 
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Knowledge that he was master of his fate. 

The dream is dulled. Three years of Trojan dust 
Have taught me but to pray at night for sleep, 

And an arm stronger in cunning than my foe's, 

A quicker eye to parry death. And, Salvius, 

WTiat of your songs ? 

Salvius* Asleep these many days. 

Biding tlieir happy time if that should be. 

Proftax* And df»ath is watching, 

[The Sentinel passes,] 

and your song, that grew 
In the womb of generations for the use 
And joy of men, may perish ere it takes 
Its larger music, that the tale may go 
That (rreects drove bloodier war than Ilium ; 

That's a poor bargain. . , . But these thoughts that 
stir 

Like ghosts out of a life that should have been, 
Neglect my duty. It is past the hour 
I should be nosing along tlic Trojan wall 
To catch what prey may be. I have scarred the wall 
At the bend there where I told you, in the breaking 
stone, 

These many nights, until at last Fve made 
A foothold to the top. It's a queer game, 

This tripping of life suddenly in the dark, 

This blasting of flesh that is wholesome yet in the 
blood. 

And those who weep, I think, are as those would weep 
If I should fall, I loathe it ; but, good-night ; 

You should sleep ; it is late, and it is your guard at 
dawn. 

[He is arming himself, ani wrapping himself in his 
doak^ 

Good'^i^ht. What are you reading ? 

Salvius. Songs that one 

Made in my province. The sails are in his song, 

And seabirds, and our level pasturelands. 
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And the bronzed fishers on the flowing tides. 

His name was Creon. I will make such songs 
If the years will. 

Pronax [who has poured himself out and dnmk a cup 
of wine]. I know. Put out the torch 
If you're abed before I come. Good-night, 

Salvius. Good-night : good luck. 

Pronax. And will you bid them fill 

The trough ; this business may make bloody hands, 
[lie looks out into the night, and goes^ 
[The Sentinel passes^ 

Salvius [reading. Upon the dark Sicilian waves, 
Tlxe casting ILshers go . , , 

The Curtain falls. 


SCENE II 

On Troy wall, Capys, a young Trojan soldier, is on 
guard, looking out over the plain where the Greeks are en- 
camped, Iltis, another young soldier, his friend, wearh^ 
a bearskin, comes to him. 

Ilus, When does your watch end ? 

Capys. In two hours ; at midnight. 

Ilus, They're beautiful, those tents, under the stars. 
It is my night to go like a shadow among them. 

And, snatching a Greek life, come like a shadow again. 
It's an odd skill to have won in the rose of your youth — 
Two years, and once in seven days — hundr^. 

More than a hundred, and only once a fault. 

A hunchred Greek boys, Capys, like myself — 

Loving, and quick in honour, and clean of fear — 
Spoiled in their beauty by me whose desire is beauty 
Since first I walked the April hedgerows. Would time 
But work upon this Helen's face, maybe 
This nine-year quarrel would be done, and Troy 
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Grow sane, and her confounding councillors 
Be given carts to clean and drive to market. 

What of your sea-girl ? Has slie grown ? 

Capys, You ask 

Always the question, friend. The chisels rust, 

The mollis aie in my linen coats, my mallets 
Are broken, Ilius, in my brain were limbs 
Supple and mighty ; the beauty of women moved 
To minicnlous birth in my imagining ; 

I had coureivfd the body of man, to make 

Divine artiouLition of the joy 

That Hows unoountecl in eveiy happy step 

Of lu*aUh ; Hio* folk faring about Troy streets 

Should have flowered upon my marble marvellously 

I would iiavo given my land a revelation 

Sw(‘et as tlie making of it had been to me, 

And still it sluill be, if ever fiom my mind 
FulK thi-j obscure monotony, tliat makes 
Tlie world an echo, its vivid gesture gone. 

Troy peaceful shall be Troy magnificent. 

For I will make her so. 

lilts. It would he grand 

If Troy would use us as we might be used. 

To build and sing and make her market-places 
Hi>nest, and show her people that aU evil 
D the lethargic mind. I nave seen this Troy 
Bloom in my thought into a simple state 
Wliere jealousy was dead because no man spoke 
Out of his vanity of the thing he knew not. 

Capys, it is so little that is needed 

For righteousness ; we are all so truly made, 

If only to our making we were true. 

Why should we fight these Greeks ? There was some 
anger. 

Some ^norous heat of the blood those years ago 
When raris brought his Helen into Troy 
With Menelaus screaming at his heels ; 

But tltat's foigotten now, and none can stay 
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Tills thing that none would have endure. I have 
thought 

Often, upon those nights when I have gone 
Fatally through the Grecian tents, how well 
Might he whose life I stole and I have thriven 
Together conspiring this or that of good 
For all men, and I have sickened, and gone on 
To strike again as Troy has bidden me, 

For an oath is a queer weevil in the brain. 

Capys, Who's there ? 

A Voice. Troy and the Trojan death. 

Capys. Pass Troy. 

It is still upon the plains to-night, and the stars 
Are a lantern light against you — you must go 
Warily, Ilus. The loss of many fiiends 
Has sharpened my love, not dulled me against loss. 

I am careful lor you to-night in all this beauty 
Of glowing summer— disaster might choose this night 
So brutally, and so disaster likes. 

Go warily. 

Ilus. I know the tented squares 
And every lane among the Greeks, as I know 
The walls of Troy ; and I can pass at night 
Within an handshot of a watching eye. 

And be but a shadow of doud or a windy bush. 

A hundred times, remember. 

Capys, Yet would I could come 

To t^e your danger or share it. 

//ms. No ; there's a use 

That's more than courage in this. And, Capys, yet 
Those chisels must win your vision into form 
For the world's light and ease. It’s an ill day 
Among ill d^ys that smites the seer's lips. 

Your work's to do. 

Capys. And yours — ^that dream of Troy 

Regenerate, with the heart of the people diown 
In the people's life, not lamentably hurt 
By men who, mazed with authority, put by 
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Authority's proper use, and so are evil, 

While still me folk under their tyranny keep 
Their kindness, waiting upon deliverance. 

So may we come together to our work, 

In prophecy you of life, creation I. 

How long to-night ? 

Iltis. Before your watch is done 

I shall be bark. Ileie at this point, before 
The night is full ; throw me the rope upon 
Tlie signal, thus — 

[He whistles, lie is climbing over the parapet, to 
which he has hooked a fope,’\ 

Peace with you till I come, 
Cupys. And luck with you. Go warily. Farewell. 
[//»s drops down to the plain below, Capys draws 
the rope up. There is silence for a moment] 
Capys [moving to and fro along the wall]. 

Or Greek or Trojan, all is one 
When snow falls on our summertime. 

And when the happy noonday rhyme 
Because of death is left undone. 

Tlie bud that breaks must surely pass. 

Yet is the bud more sure of May 
Than youth of age, when every day 
Death is youth's shadow in the glass. 

[A hand is seen groping on the parapet Pronax, 
looking cautiously along the wall, draws himself 
up silently, unseen by Capys, who continues,] 
Beside us ever moves a hand, 

Unseen, of deadly stroke, and when 
It falls on youth — 

[He hears ike movement behind him, and turns 
swiftly^ 

Who's there ? 

Pronax pushing upon hini], A Greek unlucky to 
Trojan arms — 

A sworn Greek, terrible in obedience. 
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[His onslaught has overwhelmed Capys, who falls 
without a cry, the Greek's dagger in his breasU 
Pronax draws it out, looks at his dead antagonist, 
sJmdders, peers out over the wall, and very care^ 
fully climbs down at the point where he cameJ] 

The Curtain falls. 


SCENE III 

The Greek tent again, Salvius is still reading, and 
the torch burning, A Servant brings a large jar of water, 
which he pours into the trough outside the UnL He goes 
with the jar, and a moment later the Sentinel passes 
behind the tent. There is silence for a Jew moments, 
Salvius turning the pages of his book. Then, from the 
shadow in front of the tent, Ilus in his bearskin is seen 
stealthily approaching. He reaches the tent opening 
without a sound, and in the same unbroken silence ms 
dagger is in the Greek's heart, Ilus catches the dead 
man as he falls, and lets his body sink on to one of the 
couches inside the tent. The Sentind passes, Ilus, 
breathless, waits till the steps have gone, and then, 
stealthily as he came, disappears. 

There is a pause, Pronax comes out of the darkness, 
and, throwing his cloak on the ground, goes straight to 
the trough, and begins to wash hts hands. 

Pronax, What, still awake, and reading? These 
are rare songs. 

To keep a soldier out of his bed at night. 

Ugh — Salvius, sometimes it's horrible — 

He had no time for a word— he walked those walls 
Under the stars as a lover might walk a garden 
Among the moonlit roses— this cleansing^ good — 

He was saying some verses, I think, till death broke 
in. 
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Cold water's good after this pitiful doing, 

And freshens the mind for comfortable sleep. 

Well, there, it's done, and sleep's a mighty curer 
For all vexations. 

\Th6 Sentinel passes.] 

It's time that toich was out — 

I do not need it, and you should be abed , . , 
Salvius . . , 

[He looks into the tent for the first time.] 

Wliat, sleeping, and still dressed ? 
Tliat'h candcss, friend, and the torch alight still . . . 
Salvius . . . 

Salvius, I say , , . gods ! , . . what, friend , . . 
Salvius, Salvius . , . 

Dead , . . it is done . . . it is done . . . there 
is judgment made ... 

Beauty is broken . . . and there on the Trojan wall 
One loo shall come . . . one too shall come , . . 
[JAe Sentinel passes.] 

The Curtain falls. 


SCENE IV 

The Trojan wall. The body of Capys lies in the 
starlight and silence. After a few moments the signal 
comes from Ilus below. There is a pause. The signal 
is repeated. There is a pause. 

The Curtain falls. 
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ELIZABETH REFUSES 

Scene. — The Morning-room at the Bemiets\ 

[Elizabetu enters from the library, armed with a 
large, serious -loofdng booh. With an air of 
resolution she sits down in the armchair ami 
starts to read. But, before she has found her 
f>lacc, she lapses into sad thought. 

The entrance y/ J ane, tdso armed loith a booh from the 
library, spurs her to assiduous reading, Jane 
sits and opens her book, but notices that her sister 
is wiping away a tear, and is about to utter her 
sympathy when the appearance of Mrs. Bennet 
—from the hall — hriytgs both girls to their feet — 
such was the deference paid to elders in Jane 
Austen's day$,'\ 

Mrs, Bennet {freihdly'\. What are you at, you girls ? 
\Tkey show their hooks, and she continues,] 

Mrs, Bennet, I should think you might find some 
more agreeable occupation, when you know my nerves 
are all upset, 

[S^ drops into the armchair Elizabeth offers,] 

Jane, Can I fetch you anything, mamma ? Your 
smelling-salts ? 

Elizmeth, A fan? 

Mrs, Bennet, Don’tbefidgety, girls. Sit dovm, do. 
rPfl«s^.] It was bad enough to look forward to your 
father's death with the certainty that we should be 
turned out of house and home ! To be forced to 

ICid 



i6o TEN MODERN PLAYS 

receive the heir as our guest, and entertain hiin for 
untold ages I 

[Elizabeth is on the settee, Jane in chair i.] 
Elizabeth. A clergyman's week, mamma. 

Jane. Ten da3^ arc passed. 

[Elizabeth's manner has a touch of rebuke, Jane's is 
purely sympathetic^ 

Mrs. Bennet. I wonder Mr. Collins had the imperti- 
nence to ask for an invitation I We didn't want to 
make up the family quarrel. He comes here — a 
perfect stranger — all hypocrisy — ^professing his good- 
will — and eyeing every piece of furniture as it he were 
to inhciit it of right, instead of by that monstrous 
entail. 

Elizabeth. But, mamma, Mr. Collins has the right — 
entail " merely mr*ans that the inheritance is in the 

male line. If one of us had been a boy 

Mrs. Bennet. Oh, la, Lizzy, your father has ex- 
plained the entail to me a thousand times. But tliat 
makes no difference ! It's an iniquitous affair — and 
he ought to have done something about it, instead 
of leaving me a widow with five daughters, and not 
a penny to support them beyond the two hundred a 
year he got with me ! 

Jane [very gently]. Mamma, may we not find com- 
fort in the fact that dear papa is in excellent health, 
and but fifty years of age ? 

Mrs. Bennet. Don't nag at me, Jane ! I hate the 
sight of Mr. Collins ! He's walking round the park 
now, hugging himself at the thought that it will soon 
be his — ^and not the least asliamed of the entail ! 

Elizabeth. We have no liking for Mr. Collins, 
mamma, but if only you would try to understand that 

the entail is ac lawful as 

Mrs. Bennet ^terrupting on ** is "], Don't dare to 
teach me, Lizzy I A nice reward for sparing you for 
a long visit to your axmt and uncle I Ungrateiul girl { 
1 looked for a very different outcome of your holiday. 
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But young men seem to be as scarce in other neigh- 
bourhoods as they arc round us. In all the while you 
w‘:rc away from home, did you receive one eligible 
otter ? 

Elhabeth, N-no. 

\_The hesitation is lost upon Mrs. Bennet, who ex- 
pected No” hut Jane is astonished,] 

Mrs. Bennet, I never supposed you would I 
There’s not one of you in the way of obtaining a 
husband except Jane. She's my solo consolation. 
As I was saying tile otlter day, to Lady Lucas, Jane 
is provided for. We shall soon soc Jane keeping house 
in the handsomest mansion iti this part of the coun- 
try." 

Jane [rwmg]. Dear mamma, 1 have no snch ex- 
pectation I- -at least 

[Jane slips away towards chair 2,1 

Mrs. Bennet. Oh, Jane, what an untruth I Isn’t 
he forever at your side ? Didn’t he offend Lady 
Lucas’s daughter by dancing four times with you, and 
never once asking her ? Tell me that, miss i 

Elizabeth, Mamma, we may guess at intentions — I 
think them obvious — ^but to have them spoken of— 
especially outside the family — ^it distresses Jane un- 
speakably I 

Mrs. Bennet So I'm to ask your leave to speak, 
am I ? [Going.] I’ll not stay here to be sauced ! 

Elizabeth [rising towards her], I beg your pardon, 
mamma, I didn’t 

Jane. Believe me, mamma, I know it is ha kind- 
ness — 

Mrs. Bennet [with an air of dignity]. Stand aside, 
both of you ! I am going to the housekeeper’s room, 
to give the morning’s orders. [Dropping her dignity 
for qtierulous complaint] They ought to have been 
dune an hour ago, but my poor nerves are in such a 
flutter 

[She pauses^ 

< 3 , 158 ) 11 
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Jane, Might I give the orders lor you, mamma ? 

Mrs, Bcnnet \di^mfied again^ No, X thank you 1 
I don't want any interference in my house. It you 
want to please your mother, take a little more pains 
to get an establishment of your own. I canH provide 
for von when we arc all thrown out-of-doors by that 
wicked, wicked entail ! 

[She has talked herself off into the haU^ 

Jane ruefully’]. Mamma means so well by us ! 

Elizabeth {moving down left, not looking at Jane]. I 
have the advantage over you in one thing, Jane-— 
sU(* knows nothing of my unfortunate affairs. 

Jane I centre] , T t was awkward for you that she asked 
whether yon had received an eligible offer. 

EUuiheth [turning. Why ** awkward " ? 

Jane, Mr. Darcy is very handsome, very rich, and 
of high birth and breeding. His station is mucli above 
ours. 

Eliuiheth \sitting in chair 2 ], At the time I did not 
thh\k him eligible h\ character. 

Jane, Oh, I ought to have understood ! You re- 
jected Mr. Darcy because you did not love him. 

Elizabeth {looking away from Jane, over audience], 
I rejected him because I was foolishly prejudiced by 
that lying tale in which he figured bs mean, disloyal, 
revengeful ! Now I have the satisfaction of knowing 
that I refused the most generous and upr^ht of men. 

Jane [behind Elizabeth's right shoidder]. Poor Lizzy I 
But — in the circumstances — ^would it not be wise to 
remember your own early impressions of his character ? 
[A/ov^s away to centre, then looks at EUzabethi] Before 
that false report reached your ears I have heard you 
speak strongly against his pride. 

[Elizabeth can find no answer,] 

Jane [after a slight pause, crosses and sits on settee]. 
Ah, wU, TCihaps Mr. Darcy may renew his proposal. 

Elizabeth [energetically^ Never 1 He is proud I 
He said himself, fie loved me against bis will. Once 
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love conquered pride, and he stooped to a woman 
beneath him in social standing. T wice, is unthiiikable. 

[Mrs. Bennel returns, talking,'] 

Mrs, BenneL Girls ! Here is Mr. Collins back from 
liis walk already ! You must entertain him 1 My 
nerves are not equal to a single word 1 

on settee, flopping over its hack, Jane ani 
EUzahelh shoot to their feet on the word** Girls** 
Jane crosses to Elizabeth, Mr, Collins bows in 
the entrance,] 

Mr, Collins* 11 I may be pardoned the intrusion, 
dear ladies, I should be gratihed by penuishion to sit 
ill your company. 

Mrs, BenncL Oh, la, Mr, Collins, you are welcome 
to sit here and duit, but you must excuse me from 
taking any part. I have the headache. 

[lie bows and advances,] 

Jane [standing by armchair], Won*t you be seated, 
Mr. Collins ? 

[PoinUf^ to chair i, Jane retires to chair 2 ; Elizabeth 
is on the ottoman.] 

Mr, Collins [bowing, I thank you ! I thank you 
sincerely I [He bows, fetches chair x, and sits centre,] 
I am always glad to converse with ladies. [He clears 
his throat,] Your father, my dear cousins, has just 
informed me of a very surprising circumstance. He 
is acquainted— I understand the family is acquainted 
— Mr. Darcy, who is the nephew of my patroness. 
Lady Catherine De Bouxgh. It seems that Mr, Darcy 
has stayed in this neighbourhood 1 

Mrs. Bennel, I've no opinion of Mr. Darcy. He 
showed himself far too high and mighty to please my 
daughters. If he is your Lady Catherine's nephew, 
I hope she has better manners than him. 

Mr, Collins [shocked]. Lady Catherine's manners 
are beyond anything I can describe 1 

Mrs, Bemei, Mr. Darcy is a very stuck-up young 
man. 
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Mr, Collins, He is a man of large fortune. As my 
cousins have the honour of acquaintance with tlie 
gentleman, they will be interested to hear of liis 
approacliing marriage, 

Mrs, Bennet. Oh, Tm sick and tired of hearing of 
young men's marriages ! But who is it to ? 

Mr, Collins, To his cousin, Lady Catherine's only 
child and heiress. 

Mrs, Bennet \gnidgingly\. Very suitable, I daresay, 
Jane. May I ask — is the engagement recent ? 

Mr, Collins, To be precise, the engagement is nut 
yet definite, but Lady Catherine assures me that she 
intends the match. 

Bennet yawns ; Jane presses Elizabeth's liand,'\ 
Mr, Collins [after a slight pause]. You inquired con- 
cerning J-ady Catherine's manners. Briefly, they are 
those of a woman whom one cannot regard with too 
much deference. Some reckon her proud, but I have 
never seen anything but affability in her character. 
Occasionahy I am honoured by a request to make up 
her game of cards in the evening. Frequently she will 
stop her carriage at the gate of the valuable rectory 
she bestowed upon me, and summon me to receive 
her advice upon the management of my property or 
the parish. The minutest concerns of all her neigh- 
bours are of interest to Lady Catherine. She has even 
condescended to ad\dse me to marry. On that topic, 
however, I do not propose to enlarge until Mrs. Bennet 
is relieved of her neadache, and an opportunity arises 
of broaching it in private, 

Mrs, Bennet [excited ] . What do you say, sir ? Girls, 
it is high time you took the air ! Go out for a w^alk 1 
[They rise; so does Mr, Collins.] 

Mr, Collins [bowing, I should be gratified if they 
would honour me — ^that is to say — ^i£ Miss Jane would 
honour me by remaining within call. 

Mrs, Bennet, Oh, as for Jane — ^but that does not 
signify— [mes] I will explain. You had better both 
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remain within call. [Crossing to them.] Go into tlie 
library — ^your father won't mind, 

\They> ctirlsy to her and go. Mr. Collins moves up as 
if to open the door, putting the chair away as he 
goes. They incline their heads to his how.] 

Mrs. Bennet. Pray be seated, Mr. Collins, Take the 
settee. 

[With a bow, he seats himself in the middle of it, 
bulking large.] 

Mr. Collins. If your headache is not too severe, d<‘ar 
Mrs. Bennet, I will 

Mrs. Bennet [interrupting on “ Bennet ”\. Oh, la, 
that’s gone off 1 But I must warn you, with regaid 
to Jane 

Mr. Collins. Pardon the internipliou, dear madam, 
but you must allow me to oiKiii this interview. At 
the outset I desire to assure you of my profound con- 
cern for yourself and your five daughters in the circum- 
stance of my being next in the entail, and therefore 
heir to Mr. BenneP s estate. 

Mrs. Bennet. Ah, sir, that is a grievous affair for 
my poor girls, you must confess, 

Mr. Collins [checking further remarU\. Sensible as I 
am of the hardship to my fair cousins, I desire to make 
them every possible amends. 

Mrs. Bennet. Very right and proper, sir, I am sure, 

but if it's Jane you have in mind 

Mr. Collins [again waving a hand to stop her\ With 
the aforesaid object in view, I came hither. Having 
now spent several days in the society of your beautiful 
and accomplished offspring, I have decided to make 
formal application for the hand of the eldest, Miss 
Jane. [Prevenfh^ interruption.] By your leave ! — 
By this choice of the eldest, I make no reflection on 
the charms of the remaining four. I cannot marry 
more than one. Miss Jane's seniority is not the sole 

cause of my preference ; I observe in her a 

Mrs. Bennet [interrupting on observe Stay, Mr. 
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Collins I I beg you to let me put in a word ! I feel 
I must mention — I must hint — ^that Jane is already 
---that is, she is likely to be provided for. Any other 
of the girls, I am confident — ^that is, I believe they 
have not pledged their hearts. Jane, however — ^the 
gentleman who is about to become attached to Jane, 
has an exceedingly fine establishment. 

Mr, Collins [after a fai4se\ Say no more, madam. 
Miss Jane, I admit, did appear to me to have the 
superkjr claim — but my affections are not fixed. Miss 
Elizabeth, 1 have observed, has a pair of handsome 
dark eyes and a sprightly manner. I have no doubt 
she will prove an adornment to my rectory. As I 
liave but a few clays for further courtship, I diall be 
glad if you will use your influence with her, to procure 
me a private audience forthwith. 

Mn, BenneL Oh, dear, yes — certainly I [She hur- 
ries io ike doori\ Lizzy, I want you 1 Lizzy ! 

[ikTr. Collins has risen and bowed ; he stalks across the 
stage, Mrs, Bennet speaks as she flutters back,] 

Mrs, Bennet, I am sure Lizzy will be very happy — 
I am sure she can have no objection ! 

[Mr, Collins hows. The two girls enter, arwrin-arm, 
Elizabeth next the wall,] 

Mrs, Bennet, Not you, too, Jane I Mr. Collins 
has something to say to Lizzy. [Separating them.] 
Come with me, Jane. I need you upstairs. 

Elizabeth [catekmg her near the door to the haU}^ 
Dear ma’am, do not go ! Mi:. Collins must excuse me. 
He can have nothing to say to me that anybody cannot 
hear. I am going away myself. [T timing and making 
for the library,] 

Mrs. Bennet, Nonsense, Lizzy ! I desire you will 
stay where you are ! 

Elizabeth, Jane! 

Mrs, Bennet [grabbing Jane], Jane is to come with 
me ! ^ Lizzy, I insist upon your hearing Mr, Collins. 

Elizabeth, Very well, mamma. 
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[Mr. Collins has been watching the little scene with 
his thumbs in the armholes of his coal, his chest 
expanded, a fatuous smile on his face. He now 
offers Elizabeth the armchair. She prefers the 
settee, takes up her embrmdery from the table, and 
sets to work industriously.] 

Mr. Collins {bowing. Believe me, ray dear Miss 
Elizabeth, that your modesty, so htr from doing you 
any disservice, rather adds to your otlier perfections. 
You would have been less amiable in my eyes had there 
not been tliis little imwillingness. he lays one 

hand on the back of the armchair.] You cjin hardly 
doubt the ])nrp(trfc of my discourse, Jiowever your 
natural delicaiy may letul you to dissemble. I have 
singled you out as tlie companion of my future life. 
But before I am run away with by my f(‘dings on the 

subject, |>erhap& it would be advisable to 

Elizabeth. But, sir 

Mr. Collins [bowing and waving his hand reprovingly]. 
Perhaps it would be advisable for me to state my 
reasons for marrying. 

[He draws a deep breath in preparation!] 
Elizabeth [seizing her chance]. Your reasons, Mr. 
Collins, are admirable, I make no doubt, but for me 

they can have no possible 

Mr. ColUns [bowing and interrupting her on ” me 

If I might be allowed to proceed 

[She gives it up for the Resent. He gets fairly behind 
the chair as though it were a pulpit!] 

Mr. Collins [both hands on back of chair]. My reasons 
for marrying are — [gently slapping the edge with his 
right hand!]. First, that I think it a right thing for 
every deigyman in easy circumstances, like myself, 
to set tiiie example of matrimony in his paridi; 
secondly, I am convinced that it will add very greatly 
to my happiness ; and, thirdly — ^vvhich perhaps I ought 
to have mentioned earlier — but you heard me mention 
it to your mother — ^my marriage is the particular 
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advice and recommendation of Lady Catherine. 
Twice has she condescended to give me her opinion — 
unasked ! On the last occasion she said : “ Mr. 
Collins, you must marry. A clergyman like you must 
marry. Choose properly. Choose a gentlewoman 
for my sake ; and for your own, let her be an active, 
useful sort of person, not brought up high, but able 
to make a small income go a good way. Find such 
a woman, as soon as you can, bring her to the rectory, 
and T will visit her/' And here I may observe, my 
fair cousin, that I do not reckon the notice and kind- 
ness of Lady Catherine De Bourgh as among the least 
of tlwj advantages in my power to offer. Your wit 
and vivacity must, I think, be acceptable to her, 
especially when tempered with tlxc silence and respect 
due to her rank. 

Elizabeth. But, Mr. Collins, do allow me to 

Mr, Collins {interrupting on ** allow ”]. In good 
time, my dear Miss Elizabeth 1 It remains to be told 
wliy my search was durected hither — ^for in my own 
neighbourhood, I assure you, are many amiable young 
women. The fact is, that, being as I am to inherit this 
estate after the death of your honoured father — ^who, 
however, may live many years longer — 1 could not 
satisfy myself without resolving to choose a wife from 
among his daughters. This has been my motive, my 
dear cousin, and I jBatter myself it will not sink me in 
your esteem- 

Elizaheth, I must indeed admit, sir 

Mr, CoUins [silencing her, walks to the end of the 
settee]. And now, nothing remains but to assure you, 
in the most animated language, of the violence of my 
affection. To fortune I am indifferent, and shall make 
no demand of that nature upon your father, since I am 
well aware it could not be complied with. On that 
head I diall be uniformly silent ; and you may assure 
yourself that no ungenerous reproach shall ever pass 
my lips when we are married. 
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[He leans towards her ; she leans back.] 
Elizabeih, You are too hasty, sir 1 You 

forget that I have made no answer. 

he moves to approach nearer, she crosses,] 
Elizabeth, my thanks for the compliment 

you are paying me. I am very sensible of the honour 
of your proposals, but it is impossible for me to do 
ottierwise than decline them, 

Mr. Collins [smiling]. I am not now to learn that 
it is usual with young ladies to r(*ject the addn'sscs 
of the man whom they secretly mean to accept when 
lie first applies for their favour ; and that sometimes 
tlu* refusal is repeated a second, or even a third time. 
I am, therefore, by no means fliscouraged by what you 
have said, and shall hope to kful you to the altar eie 
long. 

[lie walks forward a few paces.] 

Elizabeth. Upon my word, su, yuur hope is rather 
extraordinary, after niy declaration, I am not one 
of those young ladies — if such tliere be — ^who are so 
daring as to risk their happiness on the chance of 
being asked a second lime. You could not make me 
happy, and I am the last woman in the world who 
could make you so. Nay, were your friend. Lady 
Catherine, to know me, I am persuaded she would find 
me iU-qualified for the situation. 

[He turm towards the audience.] 

Mr. Collins [very gravely]. Were it certain that Lady 
Catherine would think so — [he walks away and then 
looks at her] — but I cannot imagine that her lad3^ship 
would at all disapprove of you. [Walking towards her.] 
And you may be certain that when I have the honour 
of seeing her again, I shall speak in the highest terms 
of 5’our modesty, economy, and other amiable qualifi- 
cations, 

Elizabeth. Indeed, Mr. Collins, all praise of me will 
be imnecessaiy. You must give me leave to juefee for 
myself. 
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[He cofnes a step nearer, hut she motions him bach mi, 
retreats with a howJ] 

Elizabeth, I wish you very happy and very rich, and 
by refusing your hand, do all in my power to prevent 
your being otherwise, 

[She curtsies to him with an air of dismissal, dis on 
ottoman, and picks up a hook,^ 

Mr. Collins, When I do myself the honour of speak- 
ing to you next on the subject, I shah hope to receive 
a more favourable answer. [Comir^ down on the 
ri^hL\ I\‘rhaps you have already said as much 
io onroiucigc my suit as is consistent with the true 
delirarv of tho female ('haracler. 

Eliutbeth, Keally, Mr, Collins, you puzzle me ex- 
oeerlinglv ! If what I have said can appear to you 
in the form of enamragement, I know not how to 
express iny refusal in such a way as to convince you. 

Mr, Collins, For reasons already stated, my fair 
cousin, I shall attribute it to your wish of increa^g 
my ardour by suspense, according to the practice of 
elegant females, 

Elizabeth, I assure you, sir, that I have no preten- 
sions to the elegance of affected co 3 niess. My feelings 
ineveiy respect forbid me to accept you 1 * C^I speak 
plainer ? 

Mr, Collins, You are uniformly charming ! 

Elizabeth [rmVfg]. There is but one way to cut short 
our conversation. [She sweeps across the room and oat 
into the halll\ 

Mr, Collins [bowing as she passes hin/C\, Ultimately, 
I am persuaded, my proposals will not fail to be 
acceptable. 

[She has gone. He turns io the audience with a smirk 
and worn left, Mrs. Bennet speaks without^ 

Mrs, Bennet [withouf\. Lizzy, where are you going ? 
Silly girl f [Entering,} Well, Mr, Collins, we won't 
mind her ! Let me be the first to congratulate you I 

Mr, Collins, My most cordial thanks, dear Mrs. 
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Bennet ! By-and-by, I trust, Miss Elizabeth will be 
as ready as I am to receive your congratulations! 
I flatter myself that her refusal of my addresses was 
the reverse of serious 1 

Mrs, Bennet, Refuse you — did she ? 

Mr, Collins, With all the apparent firmness of a 
truly elegant female ! 

Mrs, Bennet, Oh, dear, this will never do ! [Hasten- 
ing to the doorway. He sintis across the sifflge.] L\zzy ! 
Come back ! Come back, I say ! Til bring her to 
reason 1 Lizzy ! 

[Klizabeih returns, '\ 

Mrs, Bennet [centre]. Come right in! {Elizabeth 
obeys,] Looking as unconcerned as may be ! Caring 
for notliing and nobody but to get your own way ! 
Wliat's this Mr. Collins tells me ? You have rejected 
him ? 

Elizabeth. Yes, mamma, 

Mrs, Bennet, You aie a very foolish, headstrong 
girl, and do not know your own interest I But I will 
make you know it ! I insist upon your 

Mr, Collins [astounded]. Pardon me for interrupt- 
ing you, madam, but — can your exhortations be 
necessary ? 

Mrs, Bennet, That they are, Mr, Collins I She has 
always been a handful to control ! Lizzy, I insist 
upon your marr5dng Mr. Collins ! He is most oblig- 
ingly doing what he can to make amends lor that 
wretched entail, and you presume to set up your 
obstinate will against those who 

Mr, Collins interrupting on obstinate']. Pardon 
me ^ain, madam, but if she is really headstrong and 
foolish — I know not whether she would be a very 
desirable wife for a clergyman like myself ! 

Elizabeth, Indeed I should not, Mr« Collins ! 

Mrs, Bennet. You would, you naughty girl 1 Mr. 
Collins, you misunderstand — Lizzy is only headstrong 
in such matters as these. In everything else she is as 
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good-natured a young woman as ever lived. I will 
go directly to Mr. Bonnet, and we shall soon settle 
it with her. [Moving towards the library^ calling^ 
Mr, Bennct I You must come and make Lizzy marry 
Mr. Collins ! She vows she will not have him — [off, 
screaming — and if you do not make haste he mil 
change his mind, and not have her I Oh, dear, he’s 
not in the library I [Retitrning,] PH speak to him 
on the first opportunity 1 

Mr. Collins. Pray do not be at the trouble, Mrs, 
Bennet ! If my cousin persists in rejecting my suit, 
I feel it might be better not to force her to accept it. 

Mrs. Bennet Nonsense, Mr. Collins ! She shan’t 
defy her parents like this ! The plague of it is that 
Mr. Bennet is so easy-going, he’ll never put his foot 
down 1 He never does what I ask him ! However, 
I’ll assert my authority — I’ll show her that her mother 

is not to he trifled with — I’ll 

Mr. Collins [mterrupting on “ another ”]. Pardon me 
once more, madam ! Pardon me 1 I cannot help fear- 
ing that she has defects of temper — an independence 
of spirit — ^that would not contribute to my telidty, 
Elizabeth. I know I should make you miserable I 
Mrs. Bennet Oh, Lizzy, how can you tell such a 
falsehood ? 

Elizabeth. And offend Lady Catherine ! 

Mrs. Bennet Be quiet, miss I 
Mr. Collins. Enough, Mrs. Bennet ! Allow me 
to withdraw my proposals I [She collapses into arm- 
chair.} In so doing I mean no disrespect to you, nor 
AajI I resent your daughter's behaviour. The Jiffair 
has turned out ill, but I cannot think that I have any 
cause for regret in my manner of conducting it. I 
have meant well throughout. My object has been 
to secure an amiable companion for myself, with due 
consideration for the advantage of others. I will 
now, by your leave, retire to my room to compose my 
sermon for the coming Sunday. 
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file bows and stalks out into the halL\ 

Mrs. BewneL Oh, you are tiresome, Lizzy ! Ten 
to one he is too put out to give you another chance. 
Elizabeth, I am sorry to vex you, mamma, 

Mrs, Bennet, You know you are nothing of the 
sort 1 I am in a dreadful state I Such flutteriiiga 
and spasms ! But you have no compassion on iny 
poor nerves ! It's always the way ! Those who do 
not complain are never pitied. [Suddenly spittinff fire 
again,] I tell you what it is, Miss Lizzy, ii you take 
it into your head to go (m lefusing every offer of 
marriage, you will never get a husband at all 1 
[J(fne slips in,\ 

Mrs, Bennet, Jane I You'd better talk to Lizzy, 
I can do nothing with her I She's been trampling 
on poor Mr. Collins without the smallest regard for 
my feelings. 

[Loud knock without] 

Mrs, Bennet, There's a knock at the front d<jor. 
If it's your father come back, I shall fetch him in to 
you — we shall see I 

[She departs, talking,] 

Jane, Mercifully, you are not afraid of papa, 
Elizabeth, Wliat would mamma say if knew of 
my earlier offer ? [Throwing herself on the settee, 
arms out along the back.] Oh, Jane, how ridiculously 
I am punished for my prejudice against Darcy ! 
You should have heard how Mr. CoUins rejected niy 
repeated refusals I He couldn't believe in my annoy- 
ance 1 Little did he guess that the sting of it lay in 
my bitter certainty that Darcy will never ask me 
again ! I don't know whether to laugh or cry ! 

Jane, My dear, dear Lizzy ! From my heart I 
pity you. 

[Mrs, Bennet s voice is heard,] 

Mrs, Bennet [without, amazement and awe in her tone,] 
This way, Lady Catherine ! 

[She ushers Lady Catherine in,] 
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Mrs, Bennet, Girls, the knock was Lady Catherine 
De Bourgh. — ^My daughters, Lady Catherine, 

[Jane is on Elizabeth* $ right. The girls curtsy, both 
with back to audience,] 

Lady Catherine [inaking no acknowledgment of the 
curtsies, to Jane], Are you Miss Elizabeth Bennet ? 

Jane, My sister is Elizabeth,” 

Lady Catherine, You arc the better looking, 
[Confused, Jane turns away and picks up the footstooL] 

Mrs, Bennet, Jane is admired, your ladyship, though 
Lizzy is thought to have a pair of fine dark eyes. 
The armchair, my Lady ! 

[Elizabeth has fled to chair i> but does not sit till her 
elders arc seated,] 

Jane, May I offer you a footstool, Lady Catherine ? 

[Lady Catherine s%ts in the armchair, Mrs, Bennet 
on the settee,] 

Lady Catherine [sitting, I require no footstool. . . . 
This must be a most inconvenient sitting-room, for 
the evening in summer ; the windows are full west, 

[Looking over the audience^ 

[Jane takes the footstool across to the ottoman, where 
she 

Mrs, Bennet, This is my morning-room. Lady 
Catherine. We never sit here after dinner. . . . May 
I take the liberty of offering your ladyship some 
refreshment ? 

Lady Catherine [energetically], I should not dream 
of troubling you. This is not my hour for a meal. 

Mrs, BettneL But your ladyship has had a long 
drive— a very long drive, I understand from your 
Rector— 3’’ou are aware that Mr. Collins is a guest in 
this house — ^he is above, composing his sermon. Ring 

the bell, Lizzy, and say 

[Elizabeth has risen,] 

Lady Catherine [interrupting on '* bell ”]. I do not 
wish to sec Mr. Collins. 

[Jane beckons Elizabeth to chair 2, beside her,] 



ELIZABETH REFUSES 175 

Mrs. BenneL Did your ladyship find the roads in 
good condition ? 

Lady Catherine. You have a very small park here. 

Mrs. Dennet. It is nothing in comparison with 
youxs, my lady, I daresay. But 'tis every bit as large 
as that of our neighbour, with whom Mr. Darcy was 
staying last winter. Mr. Darcy is your nephew — so 
Mr. Collins declares. 

Lady Catherine [glaring at Elizabeth]. Mr. Darcy is 
iny ncphow. 

Mrs. Bemiei [with no motive but to make cmiversntion.] 
IVrhaps Mr. Darcy will be staying here again one of 
these days ? 

Lady Catherine. He will not. . . . Tlieobjerl of my 
drive is to have a word in private with Miss iCiizaheth 
Bcnnct. 

Mrs. Bennet [staggered]. With Lizzy ? Oh, la ! — 
certainly, my \iidy — though whatever it can be about 
— [correcting herself ] — ^Elizabeth wiU be honouied ! 
Come, Jane. 

[Elizabeth rises. Jane throws Elizabeth a sympathetic 
glance as Mrs. Bennet carries her off to the 
library!] 

Lady Catherine. Yoti can be at no loss. Miss Bennet, 
to understand the reason of my journey hither ? 

Elizabeth. Indeed, you are mistaken, madam. 

Lady Catherine. Miss Bennet, I am not to be trifled 
with. But however insincere you may choose to bo, 
you shall not find i^m so. My character has ever been 
celebrated for sincerity and frankness, A report of 
a most alarming nature reached me two days ago. 
I was told that you— yoii — ^are likely to be united 
in marriage to my nephew — my own nephew — ^Mr. 
Darcy. I know it must be a scandalous falsehood— 
I would not iinure him so much as to suppose it 
possible. But 1 instantly resolved on setting off for 
this place, that I might make my sentiments known 
to you. 
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Elizabeth. If you l^elievcd it impossible to be true, 
I wonder you took the trouble of coming so far, 
could your Ladyshij) propose by the journey ? 

Lady Catherine. To insist upon liaving the report 
universally contradicted. 

Elizabeth. Your coming to see me will be rather a con- 
firmation of it — ^if , indeed, such a report is in existence. 

Lady Catherine. Do you not know that it is ? 

Elizabeth. J never heard it. 

Lady Catherine. And can you likewise declare that 
there is no foundation for it ? 

Elizabeth. I do not pretend to possess equal frank- 
ness with 3 ’^our ladyship. Yon may ask questions 
which I shall not choose to answer. 

Lady Catherine \_starting to her feef\. This is not to 
be bfjrnc ! Miss Bennet, I insist on being satisfied 
Has my nephew made you an offer of marriage ? 

[Elizabeth rose the motneni after Lady Catherine. 

The ti&o are close together.] 

Elizabeth. Your ladyship has declared it to be im- 
possible. 

Lady Catherine. It ought to be impossible 1 It must 
be so while he retains the use of his reason. But he 
may have had a moment of infatuation. You may 
have drawn him in. 

Elizabeth. If I have, I shall be the last person to 
confess it. 

Lady Catherine. Miss Bennet, do you know who I 
am ? His parents are no longer living. I am his 
aunt, and entitled to know all his nearest concerns, 

Elizabeth. You are not entitled to know mine. 

Lady Catherine. Let me be rightly understood. 
This match can never take place. No, never. Mr. 
Darcy is engaged to my daughter ! Now, what have 
jou to say? 

Elizabeth. Only this : that if it be so, you have no 
reason to suppose he will make an oficr to me. [She 
turns aw(^.] 
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[For a second or two Lady Catherine stands glowering, 
then points to the settee, and seeds herself in the 
armchair,] 

Lady Catherine, Come back, and sit down. The 
engagement between Mr. Darc}^ and my daughter is 
ot a peculiar kind. From tiioir infancy they have 
been intended for eadi other. While diey were in 
their cradles I planned the union. 

Elizabeth, To plan the union was as much as your 
ladyship could do. 

Lady Catherine, Hear me in t>ilence. My daughter 
and my nephew aie formed for each other. Tluiy arc 
descended, on my side, from the same noble line, and 
on their father's from honourable and ancient, though 
untitled, families. Their fortunes are sjilciidid. And 
what is to divide them ? The upstart pretensions of 
a yoimg woman of no account whatever ? It must 
not — shall not be ! For y(5ur own sake do not try 
to quit the sphere in which you were brought up. 

Elizabeth, In manying your nephew I should not 
consider myself as quitting that sphere. He is a 
gentleman ; I am a gentleman's daughter ; so far we 
aie equal. 

Lady Catherhie, True. Your father is a man of 
some standing. But who was your mother‘s father ? 
Who are your uncles and aunts ? I have made in- 
quiries, 

EUzaheth, Of l^Ir. Darcy ? He is not ignorant of 
my connections. 

Lady Catherine. Miss Bennet, if you wilfully act 
against the wishes^^of the De Bourgh family, you will 
not be noticed by tuem ! You will be slighted and 
despised by every one connected with him. Your 
name shall never be mentioned by any of ns 1 

Elizabeth, These are heavy misfortunes. 

Lady Catherine [springing towards her]. Tell me, 
once for all, are you engaged to him ? 

Elizabeth [after a moment's hesiiaiion], 1 am not. 

( 8 , 168 ) 12 
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Lady Catherine, Ah ! That is better. Promise me 
never to enter into such an engagement. 

Elizabeth, I will malce no promise of the kind. 

Lady Catherine, Miss Bennct, I am shocked and 
astonished. [After a moment* s reflection, she sits in the 
armchair a^ahi,] I shall not ^o away until you have 
given me tiie assurance I require, 

Elizabeth, I certainly never shall give it. 

Lady Catherine, A marriage with you would disgrace 
my nephew in the eyes of the whole \yorld I Have you 
no regard for Ins honour and credit ? Are you en- 
tirely lost to every consideration but your unfeeling, 
selfish ambition ? 

Elizabeth, Lady Catherine, I have nothing further 
to say. 

Lady Catherine [towards her again]. You are, then, 
resolved to have mm ? 

Elizabeth, I have said no sudi thing. I am only 
resolved to act in that manner which will, in my own 
opinion, constitute my happiness, without reference to 
yon or to anv person so wholly unconnected with me 1 

Lady Catherine, You refuse then to oblige me? 
You arc determined to ruin him ? Very well I 
[Making for the door^ Very well ! . . . [Turning 
hack,] I take no leave of you, Miss Bennet 1 I send 
no compliments to your mother. I am most seriously 
displeased ! [She reac/tes the doorway, but Uims toflhig 
last shot] Do not imagine that your ambition 
will be gratified. I know now how to act. I shall 
forbid my nephew to call upon you this afternoon 1 
[She sails into the halt] 

Elizabeth [alone, astounded]. He intends to call? 
stands a moment, glowing, then runs towards the 
library^ calling softly and exultantly^ Jane 1 [Jane 
enters, and mizaheth draws her forward,] Jane, oh, 
Jane ! He— he — this afternoon I [They embraced] 
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BROTHER WOLF 


Scene. — A rocky defile, gloomy and 
High up in the crevices of the rock grow juniper htshcs 
and pines. Over the ground, which is the pehhly bed 
of a dried torrent, large boulders lie sireiim. To the 
right is a deep fissure, or cave, from which trickles a 
small stream of water. Behind the hushes above, one 
secs the back oj a sheep and a horned head which turns 
to look, as Giuseppe, hot and out of breath, comes 
stumbling up the gully from beloiv. He halts, looks 
right and left, then puis his hands to his mouth and makes 
the wolfs cry, 

Giuseppe, Wow I Wow! . , , Wowl Wow! 

Bartd [fro7n ahove\ B-a-a ! 

Giuseppe, Hullo, Bartol, where are the rest ? 

Bartol, An 5 nvhere, for all I know. Here am I. 

Giuseppe. I've news for them. 

\He ms down, ptdls a melon from his pouch and starts 
slichig 

Bartol htill wearing his sheep-skin, straddles the rock\ 
Eh ? Where does that come from ? 

Giuseppe, Down yonder: Assisi market. Here! 
Catch 1 [He throws him a halfimelon, which Bartol 
begins eating,] 

Bartol, News, eh ? Well, what is it ? 

Giuseppe, One telling's enough. Call Lupo: bid 
him be quick. 

Bartol [first howls, then harks], Ow-w-w ! . . . 
Wowl Wowl 

VoiceHn the distance], Ow-w-w I . . . Wow I Wow I 



182 TEN MODERN PLAYS 

\Gitiseppe begins to unload Ms pouch: his pilfeHngs 
are mainly articles of leather or sleet: mixed 
with these are a few gewgaws, satisfying to male 
vanity.’\ 

Giuseppe, 0 Lord I what fools there are in the 
world ! 1 could have taken double had I wanted, 

Bariol, Easy enough in a thick crowd. See them 
now, down yonder, swarming through the gate like 
ants ! \He points forward^ 

Giuseppe* Aye ? Market's over now. They'd got 
a i>reaching friar among them. When he began, 
they'd no eyes for anything. - . . Suited me well 
enough I 

JiartoL What ? That Poverello, as they call him ? 

Giuseppe, 1 daresay. Hungry-looking — all eyes 
and a mouth. Ugh 1 Moon-mad : you should have 
heard him ! 

Voice \now nearer]. Wow ! 

Bariol, B-a-a ! Cecco ? Tell Messer Lupo it’s 
Giuseppe back again, 

{Enter Cecco and Bastiano,] 

Bastiano, Any luck ? ... Oh 1 

Giuseppe, Where's the Wolf ? Quick ; I want 
him ! 

[Enter Lupo, a fine figure of a man, with a totich of 
the savage dandy about him. He wears chained 
coins and earrings. He stands and looks out 
over Assisi,] 

Cecco, Lo, behind you, brother. 

Lupo, Ha I you vermin ! Look at them ! Curse, 
curse on you ! 

Giuseppe, Now, Messer Lupo, show yourself a wise 
Wolf, ana run I There's a holy man after you. 

Lwpo, Heh ? What's he ? 

Giuseppe, Mad 1 That’s all I know. 

Barm, It's the Poverello, padrone. 

[Spreadifg them on a slab of rock, the robbers settle 
doom to divide Giuseppos picMngs among them^ 
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Lupo. Does his madness bring him here ? 

Giuseppe. Aye ! He is coming to catch you, 
Messer Lupo, That hath he sworn, with the whole 
city to "witness. And as he so spake, Porco di Dio, 
you should have heard them 1 
Lupo. Go on, go on, Giuseppe! Make shorter 
tongue, and have done with it I 
Giuseppe. Tis thus, Messer Lupo. He is coming 
with holy water ; and terror will be on you ! First 
he strikes you blind, then deaf, tlien dumb, then 
silly. Then when he hath hold of you hy^ all your 
senses, heTl pick you to pieces, put you in a bag, 
salt you down, carry you back to Assisi, ring the 
bolls — (lie told them that : “ To-night, ring tfie 
beUs ! he said) — ^Thcn theyTl call a feast , . . then 
theyll eat you. 

Lupo. You dirty thief, you have been drinking 1 
Gitfseppe. Dirty thief am I ? Yes, I have been 
dxinkhig — ^with my cars too : else you wouldnT 
be hearing of it, It*s the talk of the taverns Tni 
tellhig you, and it's the truth. So now, old Wow^ 
wow, you know what your end’s going to be 1 
Lupo [threateningly]. Get! Stand up! Hands 
away I 

[Giuseppe puts tip his hands ; fright sobers him.] 
Now then ! Clean your tongue ! Out with it I 
Giuseppe [sta7mnerii^]. Tis as I said, Messer 
Lupo ; and as I heard it. Afterwards the Poverello 
himself was there speaking in the market. And he 

said [He pauses.] 

Lupo. Aye, said : said what ? 

Giuseppe. I — I don't know, Messer Lupo ! Tis 
all gone from me. He tallced such moon-madness, 
’twas more than a sane man. could understand. 
Twas dl " Brother Wolf," and Brother Wolf/' and 
If you \xy to eat him," he says, he tries to eat you. 
But we'E have him," he says, " so that lie can harm 
nobody." And there was tike crowd all laughing 
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and crying round him, like a pack of fools. So he 
said if he brought you back to Assisi, safe and bound, 
would they give you to him to do with as he wished. 
And they all said " Aye ! " And he said, ** l^t 
me have liis life, and you shall have peace I ** So 
they agreed. And — \he stops ] — ^that was all, Messer 
Lupo, For rd got my sack full by then, and 'twas 
belter I came away. 

Lupo. Aye, so ? ” Safe and bound " ; have my 
life, will they ? 

Cecco. You’ve had a many of theirs, Messer Lupo ! 

And will have more ! Ah, you blind bats ! 
[5/w/emg his fist towards AssisL] Wait, wait, till my 
whelps be grown 1 , . . Up, Bartol, to your post I 

[Barlol resumes his sheep-skin and returns to his 
perch.] 

Giuseppe* They have a great fear of you, Messer 
Lupo. 

Lupo. They do well. 

Giuseppe. None will go forth of the city now, but 
armed and in company. 

Lupo. It shall not save them. 

Cecco, No, nor their flocks, either. 

Giuseppe. Ah ! And you should hear the farmers 
talk of all the sheep and goats we have taken. For 
every one that is true liiey tell of ten. So now, 
with so many missing, they say there be fifty 
of us I 

Lupo. And we will be fifty yet I Ah, you dogs, 
you dogs I When I have gathered my pack I will 
make you yelp I 

Others. Wliere are the rest, Messer Lupo ? Where 
axe the rest of us ? 

Lupo. They come, they come, brothers. Patience I 
Y<m are but the first. 

AU. Wow ! Wow I 

Lupo. Then, then we will taste blood 1 

Ail. Wow! Wow! 
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Lnpo, And go forth with sword and fire ! 

All, Wow I Wow ( 

Lupo. And lo, Assisi, red-eyed and roofless, glaring 
into the dark ! 

All, Assisi, Assisi ! Down with Assisi I Wow ! 
Wow ! 

Lupo, Aye, hearken to me, now ! You beat me, 
you stoned me, you cast me out ! So, like a beast 
you hunted me 1 I sought justice ; it was denied. 
You mocked me : you would not hear. 

All, Ow-w-w ! Wow ! Wow ! 

[Lupo draws his dafiigey for i>antomme ,’\ 
Lupo, Over his head by night, 1 burned the xuof 
of my betrayer; and with sharp teeth T Int my 
way through the midst of them. ** Wolf ! Wolf ! ” 
They were up, they were after me I 
All, Wow ! Wow 1 Wow 1 Wow I 
Lupo, They shut the gates, but I was over the wall. 
" Wolf I Wolf I " they cried, but too late. I was out, 
I was free. 

All, Wow 1 Wow ! 

Lupo, Then you came, brothers ; for you, also, 
they had wronged. And together we have taught 
them fear ! Cry, cry ! Let them hear the voice 
of the wolf I 
All, Wow I Wow ! 

Lu^po, Dogs » 

Bartol, Baa-a ! 

[At this cry of warning abovCt Lupo goes to look?^ 
Lu/po, Back 1 Take cover, all of you. 

[The robbers disappear, Lupo and Cecco enter the 
cave ; Gittseppe creeps under a pine-root, 
Bastiano behiim a large boulder ; Bartol keeps 
cover under his sheep-shin. Enter Francis, 
followed by Juniper, carrying a sack,’\ 

Jumper, Not so fast, Father Francis! Oh, for 
the love of God, not so fast ! 

Francis, Are you weary. Brother ? 
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miper. Truly no, Father ; not weary. But this 
is an ill place we be come to. 

Francis. Wlierefor? 

Juniper. Eh 1 dark, I mean. 

Francis. Farther on it will be darker. 

Juniper. Aye, and rough stones, Father, to 
stumble over ; and holes to fall into ; and torrents 
to get drowned in ; and caves — [He turns and sees 
Francis approaching the entrance of the cave\ — Oh, 
for the love of God, don't go there, Father 1 There's 
somebody in it ! 

Francis. Sister Water is there, Brother. If she 
fears not, why should we ? 

Juniper. Eh, but she is coming out as fast as she 
can run* 

Francis. She is kind. Brother : and because we 
arc thirsty she runs to meet us. \He stoops to drink.] 

Juniper [holdhig back]. I shouldn't wonder, Father, 
but there's blood ia it. [A stone followed by rubble 
falls from afeouc.] 0 Lord, what's that ? 

Francis. Come, drink, Brother. This water is cool 
and clear, and will refresh you. Farther on, we may 
find none. 

Juniper. Are we to go farther, Father ? Why are 
we to go farther ? 

Francis. To find Brother Wolf. 

Juniper. The Lord preserve us from him ! What's 
in this Father ? 

Francis. Food, Juniper, and wine and raiment. 

[He sets it upon a rock in the foreground. Lupo, 
followed by Cecco^ comes and stands in the 
entrance of &e cave. The other robbers raise 
their heads cautiously to listen.] 

Jumper. Wliat will the big robber want with that. 
Father ? 

Francis. For his body — ^it is all that he can want. 

Jumper. I think not, Father, What he wants is 
blood, and terror, foul lust, and cruelty. He puts men 
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in bonds, Father ; he draws out their insides ; he 
pulls out their teeth ; he cuts off their ears ; he tears 
out their hearts 1 Oh I 

Francis. So will I do to him, Brother. 

Juniper. Thou, Father 1 

Francis. Ere this day is over, Jimiper, thou dialt 
see Brother Wolf in bonds. Yea, I will draw out 
his inside, and his teeth shall not harm me. I will 
have him by the nose and the ears ; and I will pull 
out his heart. 

\At this, porn Lupo and his robber-band, there is 
much grinding of teeth. They begin to close in 
on Francis, who, taking the sack frmn Juniper, 
has begun to sort out its contents. They sit down 
on a rock to rest.] 

Jumper. Well, Father, if it be God's will we shall 
be hanged for it ! 

Francis. Thou shalt see a wolf changed into a lamb, 
Juniper. 

Bartol. Baa-a 1 

Juniper. There's a wise sheep. Father. He answers 
you ! 

\Francis displays bread, meat, and wine, setting them 
on the rock before him^ 

Francis. Look you. Brother, is not this a fair feast ? 
Shall it not rejoice his eyes when he beholds it ? 

\lMpo*s eyes do not respond to the invitation.] 

Juniper, ^^y should it, Father ? For by the 
robbery of honest men he can get all that and more. 

Francis. Brother Wolf is no fool, Juniper* Think 
you that it doth not grieve him to rob men ? For 
why ^ould you seek to rob others, if you yourself 
be not in need ? 

Juniper. Truly, Father, I have no wish to rob 
others I 

Francis. And dost thou think there is any man 
in the world more foolish than thou art ? Brother 
Wolf hath eyes like you and me : doth he not prefer 
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light to darkness ? He hath ears : doth he not prefer 
greetings to reproaches ? He hath a heart, Brother : 
shall he not prefer kindness to mise^ ? If he had food 
enough of Ins own, would he filch it from thee ? 

Juniper. I know not, Father. 

Francis. Wliy, no ! For if thou art a robber, 
men fear thee, and seek not thy company : there- 
fore, thou art lonely. Also, when they hunt thee, 
thou must run and hide : therefore, thou art home- 
less. And being homeless thou hast no family, 
nor friends to whom thou canst do service. And 
if thou have none of these, of what use to thee is the 
wealth thou takest from others ? 

Juniper. I liave none of these, Father : but neither 
have I wealtlu 

Francis. Thou hast great wealth, Juniper: for 
thou hast charity. All that thou hast thou givest. 
Therefore give charity to Brother Wolf, and take 
pity on him, seeing that he is very sorry for himself. 

\Ai this point the grinding of Lupo's teeth becomes 
almost audible. His followers, too mentally 
dazed to follow the argument, take their cue from 
him, and do likewise^ 

Juniper. Father, it's no use pretending, is it, 
Father ? 

Francis. No, Brother, 

Juniper. May I say truly as I have a mind ? 

Francis. I command you, my son. 

Juniper. Father, you have a holy madness in you, 
and there's no curing you. I've prayed. Father — 
often I've prayed the Lord to give you back your 
senses. But He hasn't done it. He's only taken 
mine too. So here’s the pair of us, with not enough 
sense left to catch a flea — ^let alone a robber. And 
if I wasn't so mad. Father, I'd think we were in danger 
now. For I've a feeling that I've only got to turn 
my head and I should see something. 

Francis^ Brother Juniper, I will teU thee a story. 
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Juniper, Yes, Father ? 

Francis, A young hawk fell from its nest, so hurt 
that it could not fly. When I took it to hand, it 
pecked and drew blood. But I did not kill it ; it 
was helpless, so I brought it home with me. And its 
beak was very sharp. 

Juniper, Twas a bright bird ! It knew how to get 
round you, Father, 

Francis. Then I made it a nest, and brought food 
for it. It ate mice, brother, and meat, and dead 
vermin ; and when it could get nothing else, it ate me. 
But though it liked the taste of me, it had no love for 
me. So when its wing was healed and it could fly, 
forthwith it departed. 

Juniper, A hawk is a vile bird, Father. 

Francis. A hawk is a hawk, Brother. When God 
made hawks He was not making men. So, when He 
made wolves, it was not men either : and never shall 
a wolf become a man. How, then, can a man become 
a wolf ? 

Juniper. But the hawk did ill. Father ; for thou 
hadst saved his life. 

Francis. Even so hath God saved mine ; yet do 
I sin against Him. Now when He, by love, showeth 
us how we be helpless, He showeth us also the help- 
lessness of others. And since I loved Brother Hawk, 
that tore my flesh from me, shall I not also love Brother 
Wolf? 

[This is altogether beyond, the comprehension of Lupo 
and his companions : but at least ih^ can ^t 
the matter to the test. To that end Lupo gives 
a signal; and the robbers, cord in hand, draw 
close to their intended victims, while Francis 
continues to instruct Brother Juniper,] 

Aye, though he should put bonds on me, and draw 
out my teeth and my inside 

[Juniper catches sight of the robbers that are about 
to fall on Francis.] 
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JmifeY* 0 Father ! Father ! 

Francis. — and cut ofi my ears and tongue, and 
tear out my 

[At a signal from Lupo the robbers fall on them ani 
bind them. Juniper struggles instinctively^ bid 
Without desperation. Francis accepts the inter- 
ruption as a step i^on the road.'\ 

Francis. Is tliat you. Brother Wolf ? 

Lupo. Aye ! My teeth are in thee now, Friar. 
Safe and bound 1 

Francis. Thou hast begun well, Brother. Tany 
awhile. See now, Juniper, here hath Brother Wolf 
got his teeth in me— in thee also. And, by the look 
of him, he is going to tear us to pieces. Yet shall we 
still love him. And by nothing that he may do can 
he prevent it. 

Lupo [drawing his knife'\. Not if I slay thee ? How 
then r 


Juniper. O Father, say a prayer for me 1 

[Blit Jumper's captors cuff him to silence.] 

Francis. Thou art very like a wolf, Brother. 
But a wolf stands not on his hind legs as thou dost. 

Lupo. Peace, thou fool ! 

Francis. God give thee peace also, Brother 1 

Lupo [to Juniper]. Thou fellow, is this man mad ? 

Junker. Aye, Brother I He is more mad than I 
am. For I have it only by fits, but he always. 

Francis. Thou hast a kmd face, Brother. Tell me 
thy true name, 

[This affront to his face makes Lupo more murder- 
ottSy inclined than eoeri] 

Junip&r [cheerfully encouraged by the example of 
Frauds]. Bite him! Bite him. Brother Wolf! He 
will like thee the better for it ! 


Lupo. Cease, babbler t Or I cut out thy tongue. 
Francis. Cut out mine first. Brother; *tis the 
nger. And the more thou hast of it, the better 
m it pay thee 1 
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Ltipo, These be not sane men ! 

Juniper [with conviction]. We are not, Brother ! 

Francis. Yet rather would I give thee my heart. 
There is not much meat on my bones ; but my licart 
Ihou shall find tender. 

Cecco, Messer Lupo, these men make mock ot 
thee. 

Lupo. So be ! Patience, and we will hear them. 
Sirrah, whence come you ? 

Francis. From down yonder — ^from Assisi. 

Lupo. Wherefor ? 

Francis. To find thee, Brother. 

Lupo. To what end ? 

Francis. To succour thee, for Ihou art in mi.«iery. 

Lupo [restraining hhnscif]. Go on, Fiiar. 

Francis. Now for thy body (which is a small thing) 
here is food and raiment. 

Giuseppe. Have a care, master I He hath bewitched 
them. 

Francis. For thy soul (which is a great thing), alas. 
Brother, thy soul, thy soul is in jeopardy 1 

Lupo. And thy life 1 [He raises his knife.] 

Francis. Brother WoH, thou art a foul liver. 
Tliou hast done great wickedness. 

[Lupo lowers his knife in astonishment.] 
Shame on thee. Brother, shame on thee ! 

Cecco. Master, shall this man live ? 

Lupo. Peace, Cecco 1 

Francis. Thou hast been cruel, and hast shed blood ; 
thou hast robbed, tbou hast burned, thou hast wasted ; 
and the riches which God gave thee, thou hast vilely 
cast away. 

Lupo. Which God gave me, Friar ? 

Francis. Did He not give thee a heart. Brother ? — 
eyes, also, and a brain ? Hadst thou not compas- 
sion and kindness and understanding ? Was not thy 
strength mven thee for the service of men ? And lo, 
now, in my heart is hatred, and in thine eyes blind- 
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ness ; and fire bums in thy brain, and blood is upon 
thy hands. Shall I not weep, therefore, for the misery 
wherein I find thee ? 

Liibo. Thou art a brave Friar I Dost thou not 
fear death ? 

Francis. For thee, Brother, greatly I fear it, 
Lo, the Pit : and in the Pit the flame leapeth : and 
in tlie flame the soul of him that I love pcrisheth 1 
For, lo, the Pit opens : and wherever thou goest the 
flame runneth after thee. 

[iMpo and the robbers start back horrified.] 
Now it is under thy feel, now it catches thee by the 
hands, now by the throat, now by the heart I 
Robbers. Mosser Lupo, this man is a holy terror. 
Save us, save us I 

Francis. And lo, and lo, and lo ! . . . 

[There comes a deep rumbling, a great fall of rock and 
shah slides down the mountain. The month of 
the pas^ is filled with rubble and torn trees.] 
Robbers. Oh I Oh ! Oh ! The mountain is falling 
on us I 

[They run hither and thither and cower in hiding- 
places. Jumper, bound hand and foot, performs 
a sack-race dance across obstacles, and kneels 
before Francis, very shaken and trembling?] 
Juniper. 0 Father Francis, Father Francis, put 
your arms round me, or I shall go through I 
Francis. ^Tis only Brother Mountain shaking him- 
self. Do not be afraid ! 

Juniper. Td wish it were only some one else then. 
Father. Ah ! There ! He’s at it again J 
[There conies another landslide. The robbers howl 
despairingly, and run. Lupo stays fixed, half- 
raised from the ground to which he has fallen. 
He stares at Francis, to whom Juniper is now 
clinging with his bound hands.] 

Francis. It is over, Juniper. 

Juniper. Ah I Then let us be quick away, Father, 
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ere they be back on us. Look ! If I undo thy boni, 
then canst thou undo mine. 

Francis, Why should we run away, Juniper? 
Bi other Wolf needs us. 

Juniper, Sure and true ! Looks as if all his teeth 
held dropped out, Father 1 

[For Jimiper has read signs that do much to reassure 
him, Lupo comes forward and cuts their bonds,] 

Lupo, Take thy curse iiom me. Father Friar, for I 
am not fit to die. 

Francis, 1 did not curse thee. Brother. 

Lupo, Ah I Did not the I^it open ? 

Francis, It was a little fall of earth. Brother* 
Mother Earth opened her hand ; but she was kind 
and hath hurt nobody. 

Lupo, Aye ; but why came it then ? 

Francis, I know not. Come, call thy men back to 
thee, for I would spcalc with them. 

Lupo, They are gone. I am alone ! 

Francis, Not alone, Brother. 

Lupo, Thou man of wonder 1 WTio art thou ? 

Francis, I am the little fool of Assisi, the PovereUo ; 
has L thou not heard tell of him ? Men laugh when they 
speak of me. 

Lupo, From Assisi art thou ? 

Francis, She was my mother ; I was bom there. 

Lupo, She was mine — and she cast me out ! In 
the place of justice she denied me ; in my own house 
she robbed me ; in the market she mocked me ; in the 
street die stoned me ; she cursed me, she hated me, 
she sought me that she might slay me. And now, shall 
I let vengeance go ? 

Francis, Take thy vengeance. Brother, and do this. 
Be thou kind to her I 


[He stretches out his arms in the form of the cross,] 
Lupo, I ? — ^kind ! [A dull amazement seizes him^ 

Frauds, 0 Brother, stand by my side, and look 
upon this city ! Is she not fair ? 


13 
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{Lupo looks ; there is still hatred in his eyes, his hand 
rests on the handle of his dagger, 1 
See her fare, how it turns to thee in the light of the 
sun ! Behold her towers like watchmen upon the 
walls, and hei roofs like win^ to cover her, and her 
windows like eyes. She hath ears also, and hands, 
and feet, brolhei \ and therewithal she hath a heart. 
And in her heart standeth the iear of thee. Down 
below arc streets, and doors, and a market-place, and 
homes both for rich and poor. And these be full of 
the music of men's voices and the laught^ of children, 
of tcais also, and cries of sorrow and anger. But it is 
not sorrow or anger which giveth beauty to her face, 
or strength unto her towers. And the fear of thee that 
is ill her heart bringetli no happiness. 

Conic, Brother, let thy heart go down with me 
into yonder city. Here is a house where a mother 
suckles her babe ; and the child knowelh her, though 
he uiiflerstaudeth not. Heie is a house where a young 
man bringetli hib biide. He closeth the door, he 
turneth, he kisseth her. Sweet is the taste of love 
upon their lips. Here is a house where a man lies 
d^'ing : he hath been strong, but now he is feeble and 
weak. Many things did he with his body, Brother ; 
often he did ill, sometimes he did well. Now cometh 
death, and he understandeth not ; yet the good tliat 
he did comforteth him. 

\Lupo shows signs ofcomptmolion and understanding ; 

his hand drops from his dagger. 1 
Francis. Yea, because he had love and not hatred 
within his heart, therefore he is not solitary, 

[Francis lays his hand on Lupo*s hreast.l 
Ah, Brother, what is this that moveth thy heart, 
so that it leapeth ? Listen, I will tell thee. A man 
stood once and looked upon a city ; grievously had 
she sinned. And by his side stood the angel of God 
that was come to destroy it. So he said to the angel. 
If there be found in this city fifty righteous, wilt 
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thou not spare it for fifty's sake ? And he answered, 
" I will spare it for fifty.” Then he said, " If there 
lack five of the fifty ? ” ''I will not destroy it for 
lack of five.” ” If there be forty ? ” "I will not 
destroy it for lack of ten.” ” If there be thirty ? ” 
” Naj^.” ” If there be twenty ? ” The angel said, 
” I will not destroy it for twenty’s sake.” 

[Lupo begins slowly to unhitc/de the belt ofhis daffger,\ 
And he said, “ Oh, let not my Lord be angry, and i 
will speak but this once. Peradventnre there shall be 
ten found there ? ” And liu said, ” I will not destroy 
it for ten's sake.” 

{LupQ*s belt and dap'S'er fall to the ground. Juniper^ 
with eyes avid Jor ugns, continues to cross himself 
and pray.] 

Brother Wolf, thou ai L a sinnei, as I also am a sinner. 
Wilt thou, having so many sins to thy charge, be less 
iiUTciful than God that is wiLhout sin ? 

[Lupo buries his face in his hands. From a distance 
comes the chhning of bells.] 

Juniper. It L the beDs, Father ! 

Francis, Yes, 'tis the bells of Assisi that thou 
hearest. They are ringing for thee. Come, and I 
will show tliee twenty in that city, yea forty, yea 
fifty, yea an himdred that shall be glad, when thou 
hast taken from their hearts the f(*ar they have of 
thee. ... [A pause.] Bi other Wolf. 

[Lupo, with a sob, reaches out his hand to Francis!] 

Lnpo. 1 am blind. Father ; lead me. , . , My life 
is in thy hands. I will go down with thee I Yes, I 
will go down. 

Juniper [wrapt in ecstasy]. O Fatlier, I was a fool ! 
For when I came here, I was afraid. 

[But FrandSt wrapt likewise, listens and does not 
answer. The bells say everything.] 


CUKTAIN 




COMMENTARY ON THE PLAYS 
AND THE AUTHORS 


BEATRICE MAYOR: THIRTY MINUTES 
IN A STREET 

It is the prime business of farce to make us laugh, 
loudly ; and if, without insulting our good taste and 
intelligence, it succeeds in doing this, then we should 
be grateful, and not ask it to do anything more. 

Mrs. Mayor succeedu brilliantly, as any tolerable 
performance of the play will prove to the joy of the 
audience and actors alike ; and perhaps she has, like 
Charlie Chaplin, given us something else besides 
laughter. In this play, as in her three-act comedy 
of The Pleasure Garden, she holds up to nature a 
theatrical mirror, like the little curved mirror of the 
motorist, which shows life very hnght and hard and 
all rather queer : but in her mirror we sometimes 
catch glimpses of ourselves which reveal things un- 
noticed in the sedate, plain glass of the dressing-table. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

1. As one expects of a good farce, Thirty Minutes in a 
Street is much more amusing when it is seen on the stage 
than when it is read. How would it gm in performance? 

2. Which character in the play is most fully por- 
trayed ? 

3. Which is the most amusing incident in tlie play, 
and which the most improbable ? 

4. What do you tliink of the student ? 

5. If you had to omit six of the characters in a per-* 
formance which would you choose, and why ? 

1B7 
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6. Is there any climax in the play ? Are there any 
touches of pathos or cynicism or irony ? If so. where do 
tliey occur ? 

FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

7. Why does the Old Lady have to correct herself three 
times in her short speech (page 19) beginning ** Tm 
quite Sure we never . . .” ? 

8. Write a short episode to be added to the play, 
showing exactly where it is to be fitted in, and imitating 
the writer’s style as closely as you can. 

9. The writers of farce (and of melodrama) do not 

attempt a true representation of life, but adopt the 
methods of caricature for the sake of a particular kind 
of theatrical effect : it is tliis which distinguishes farce 
from comedy and melodrama from tragedy. Is this the 
method of Thirty Minutes in a Street ? 11 so, where is it 

most evident ? ^ 

FURTHER READING 

TO.* Four Plays for Children, by Beatrice Mayor. 

II. The Stepmother, by Arnold Bennett ; The Theatre 
(in Four Modern Plays, Nelson), by H. F. Rubinstein; 
Incorrigible, by A. J. Talbot. 


MARY PAKINGTON: THE HOUSE WTTH 
THE TWISTY WINDOWS 

One of the most striking features of modem drama 
is the rapidity with which it has perfected the teii- 
nique of realism. Playwrights of to-day present the 
surface appearances of truth to life with a skill 
which was unknown jBf ty years ago, before the advent 
of Ibsen, when audiences were apparently pleased to 
accept blindly the most clumsy stage-apparatus of 

* Under the heading of Further Reading ” the first paragraph 
gives other plays by the same author, and the second paragraph 

gives one-act pUys oy other authors which are similar in theme or 
neatment. 
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asides, soliloquies, coincidences, improbable entrances 
and exits, and stilted, unnatural dialogue, While it still 
leaves fantasy, poetic drama, and expressionism free 
to follow independent paths of development, tliis 
advance in technique has brought a great accession 
of strength to the drama, especially in plays of con- 
temporary life. The advance is certainly to be wel- 
comed, though it has at least one drawback : poverty 
of thought and feeling can be masked more complet( 4 y 
than ever by technical skill, and realism is often an 
all too plausible substitute for reality. 

It is when realism and reality come together that 
modem drama shows its distinctive excellence, and 
there is not a little of this excellence m The House 
with the Twisty Windot^s. The. dramatist has iu)t 
stooped to meic sensation-niongering, which appems 
in much that has lately been mitten about Russia, but 
she takes full advantage of the dramatic possibilities 
of the Red Terror,” without sacrificing imaginative 
tmth of character and incident. The terrible uncer- 
tainties of the situation — ^so near to us, yet so far 
away — ^the suspense, and the almost intolerable strain 
are made very real ; the characters are living human 
beings, and tne play reaches tragic intensity through 
their varying reactions to each other and to the stress 
of circumstance. Here is one more answer to the 
question, ancient and eternally new. What can men 
and women do in the face of fear and pain and deatli i 
When the answer is a brave one, in life or in literature, 
we take courage from it. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

Z2. Is the title of the play well chosen ? 

13. What do yon think of the way in which the others 
receive Anne's announcement that “ We're going to be 
released to-morrow morning " ? (page 45). Would they 
liave behaved diflcrently on the second day of their 
captiviiy ? 
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14, What IS dramatic iiony ? Does it appear m this 
plav ? 

15. Sure, you’re looking through the twisty windows 
all the while — and you not knowing it,” says Moore 
(page 54). What exactly docs ho mean 

it>. Apart horn Derrick Moore, who is the bravest 
pei&on in play ^ 

FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

174 If you rewrote tins play as a short story, what 
woiilrl bo Uie cluef alteiatioiis ? 

18. Compare Roper with Derrick Moore, 

TO. Write two short ciitical paiagraphs on the play, 
one adverse and one favourable. Think carefully and 
write them out rougldy before you give them their final 
form. 

FURTHER READING 

20. The True Likeness j by Mary Pakington. 

21. Campbell cf KihnohVt by J, A, Ferguson (in Eight 
Modtrn Plays ^ with the author’s final revisions and 
acting noted) ; The GUangc-house, by John Brandane. 


REGINALD ARKELL: COLOMBINE 

Harlequin and Colombine, Pierrot and Pierrette, 
sometimes with Pantaloon and the Policeman in 
attendance, are among the oldest inhabitants of the 
stage, and the complete chronicle of their adventures 
in England alone during the past two hundred years 
would make another Cambridge History. Their 
diaractors and their relationslups have changed. 
Tliere was a time when Columbine (for this is the more 
usual spelling) was Harlequin’s daughter, with a 
persecuted lover. The garrulous Haneqmn of Mr. 
Arkell’s play is himself very different from his dumb 
ancestor of the early eighteenlli century, who won 
such popularity througn John Rich’s mast^ of 
pantomime. But he retains something of bis old 
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character of the wizard of the piece, whose wand so 
(jtten bewitched the young eyes of our forefathers with 
dazzling transformation scenes : the music and the 
dancing paused, and in a flash the toad became a fairy 
prince, die hovel was an eastern palace 'with djinns 
anrl dragons galore. 

Nowadays, at the first glimpse of Harlequin's dia- 
mond patcliwork or Colombine's ballet-skirl, we 
expect sentiment and are relieved if we do not get 
sentimentality, but the old characters i)lay such 
varied parts that they somctimch spring surprises 
oil us. Indeed, Miss l£dna St. Vincent Mtll.iy's Aria 
da Capo is a play of haunting and subtle tragic beauty. 
Colombine, however, takes us to no strangii kind, and 
has the happy air we expect of so successful a writer 
ot light verse as Mr. ArkelL 

FOR DISCUSSIOX 

22. What is a fantasy ? What fantasies do you 
know ? 

23. Where are Cissbury Hill and Ditchling, and where 
wos the play first acted ? 

24. Who were the dummel soul” who had the bos 
of troubles, and the maiden who let them escape ? 

25. Is there anything unusual about the verse in this 
play ? Does the verse ever become poetry ^ 

26. Does the play gain or lose by oeing partly written 
in verse, and why ? 

27. What is the difference between sentiment and 
sentimentality ? Does the play escape the latter ? 

2S. How would the play gain or lose if the farm 
labourers were omitted ? 

29. What other Pierrot and Harlequin plays do you 
know ? Who is the fourth character, who dues not 
appear in Colomhine ? 

FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

30. to explain why you like or dislike Colombine^ 

31. Picture clearly in your mind the scene of the play, 
and then describe it. 
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32. Conapare Colomhine with The Poetasters of Ispahan 
(in Nine Modern Plays), or with The Prnicess and the 
Woodcutter (in Eight Modern Plays). 

33. Write a prologue ior a periormance of this play by 
your own school or society. 

34. You liave been allowed to look for a moment into 
the great crystal mentioned by Harlequin. Describe 
what you saw. 

FURTHER READING 

35. The Tragedy of Mr. Punch, by Russell Thorndike 
atiil Reginald Arkcll. 

36. by Oliphant Down ; Aria da 
Capo, by Edna St. Vincent Mllay ; The Only Legend, a 
Masqtte of the Scarlet Pierrot, by John Drinlcwater ; 
The Blue Harlequin (in Diminutive Dramas), by Maurice 
iiaring; Pantaloon, by J. M. Barrie (in The Twelve 
Pound Look and other Plays) : this begins with a whimsi* 
<xil “ family history ** of Pantaloon and Columbine, in 
the autlior’s most delightful manner. 


ARTHUR HOPKINS: MOONSHINE 

Like many other dramatists, including Sir James 
Barrie and Sir. A, A. Milne, Mr, Hopkins was a jour- 
nalist for some years before the theatre claimed him. 
He is now one of the best-known theatre managers 
in his native country, the United States of America, 
Though not a ^professional dramatist, he shows in this 
play how effectively he can turn to account his know- 
ledge of the stage, and the skill with whidb a good 
situation is handled makes Moonshine an elective 
drama to act. It is the first of Mr. Hopkins's plays 
to be published in England. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

37. What is the full significance of the title ? 

When do you first guess that the revenue officer 
is Jim Dunn, and why ? 

39. For what purpose did the dramatist include the 
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dialogue about Luke Hazy's family feud with the 
Crosbys ? 

40. Which is tlie most exciting moment in the play ? 

41. How can you tell from tne dialogue of the play 
that the characters are Americans ? 

42. Is tliere anywhere in the British Isles where you 
might find an illicit distillery to-day ? 

43. Is the play true to life ? 

FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

44. Describe briefly the character of Luke Hazy. 

45. Write a dialogue between Luke and another 
moonshiner ** in which the former exx>Iains how Dunn 

tricked him. 

46. Write a short story describing how the feud be- 
tween Lho Hazy family and the Crosbys begun. 

FURTHER READING 

47. The Qvand Champs Diamond, by Allan Monkliouse ; 
Shiverh^ Shocks, by Clemence Dane ; The Burglar and 
the Girlt by Matthew Boulton ; The Red Owl, by William 
Gillette. 


ST. JOHN HANKIN : TtlE NEW WING AT 
ELSINORE 

St. John Hankin (1S69-1909) cannot claim a place 
in the front rank of modem dramatistsi for his talent 
was limited and was not fully developed during his 
tragically short career as a writer for the theatre. 
His first play, The Two Mr. WeiJierbys, was not 
written until 1903, and he died with his eighth 
play, Thompson, uncompleted. But all his work 
has distinctive quality. He wrote soda! comedies, 
marked by a careful, realistic workmanship and a cool, 
smiling cynicism which would have no sentiment, no 
illusions/' He made a determined attack upon the 
conventional happy ending into which many a play- 
wright has twisted his play, defying truth and logic 
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in order to send the audience away smiling. Like 
many other modem dramatists, he has reminded us 
that the most important part of a love-story comes 
after marriage. 

Hankin was a journalist before he was a dramatist, 
and his '' Dramatic Sequels/' including this play, 
made their first appearance in Pimch. Slight as 
they arc, they are characteristic in their dry, rather 
destructive humour, and all of them^ are amusing 
reading for any one who knows the original plays — 
which include AlcesHs^ The Cniic^ The School for 
Scandal, She Stoops to Conquer, Patience, and Ccesar 
and Cleopatra. 

If you have not read Hamlet lately, evidently you 
must re-read it at once I 

FOR DISCUSSION 

48. Who wrote Ghosis, and what do you know about 
him ? Which of his plays is mentioned by Horatio ? 

49. What exactly did Macbeth say ? (page 106). 

50. The very blank verse of this play may persuade 
you that, as Mr. Bernard Shaw maintains, blank verse 
(of a kind) is easier to write than prose. Here, however, 
its flatness is deliberate, and helps to set ofl the phrases 
from Hamlet which have been skilfully woven into the 
dialogue. How many of these phrases can you And ? 

FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

51. Is The Hew W%ng at Elsinore a parody or a bur- 
lesque ? What is the difference between the two ? 

52. Both parody and burlesque, in different degrees, 
involve criticism. What direct or indirect criticism of 
Hamlet can you find in ibis play ? 

53. Write a third scene, in which Horatio and Fortin- 
bras, on their way back, are waylaid by the ghost of 
HamleFs father, who is waiting to unfold a tale which 
will make them jump. Or write a dramatic sequel ** 
of your own to any play which you know. In either 
case you should use a number of phrases from the ori- 
ginal play* 
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FURTHER READING 

54. Dramatic Sequels and The Constant Lover, by 
St! John Hankin. 

55. The Rehearsal, by Maurice Baring (in Nine Modem 
Plays ) ; The Dark Cady of the Sonnets, by George 
Bernard Shaw. 

SHEILA KAYE-SMITH : MRS. ADIS 

The country life of old England, not Utopian indeed, 
but native to the soil, distinctive, .strong and self- 
contained, is rapidly clisap[)caring under modern con- 
ditions. Its last kiicll sounded with the advent of the 
small motor-omnibus, which has brought to the very 
door of tlie cottage the dubious advantages of life 
in town. Now broadcasting too is having its influence. 

For good or ill, the change is inevitable, but by good 
fortune many rural territories have found their 
chroniclers in contemporary literature before it is too 
late. Thomas Hardy, with his great novels of Wessex, 
Mr. Eden Philpotts, Bernard Gilbert, Marj^ Webb, 
Maurice Hewlett, Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch and others, 
with work of varying quality and kind, have inter- 
preted sincerely the life of their chosen counties. 

Miss Sheila Kaye-Smith has won a leading place 
in this group of writers, and the story of IVIrs. Adis, 
brief as it is, shows many of those noble qualities 
which have made her Sussex novels so deservedly 
popular. Her skill in telling a story is equalled by 
her power in creating men and women, and by her 
deep sense of the influence of surroundings on human 
character. Sussex lives again in her pages. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

56. What kind of man is Peter Crouch ? 

57. Why docs Mrs. Adis let him escape ? Is she right 
or wrong ? 

58. When did you guess that the man whom Crouch 
killed was Tom Adis ? 
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FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

59. In the story, Miss Sheila Kaye-Smith describes the 
horror wMch overwhelms Peter Croucli as he learns that 
he has lulled his friend. He feels that he does not want 
to live, that his life is forfeit to Mrs. Adis. Something of 
this horror could have been shown in the play by hiding 
Mm. so that he could be seen by the audience, although 
not by the gamekeepers. Would this have strengthened 
the play ? 

60. Compare the play with the story of Mrs, Adis, 
which you will find in the volume called Joanna Goddm 
Married, and in Readtng and Thinking, Book VI. 
(Nelson). Comment on the alterations wluch have been 
made. 

FURTHER READING 

61. Saints in Sussex (poems and plays), by Sheila 
Kaye-Smith. 

62. The Old Bull (in Nine Modern Plays ) ; Eldorado 
(in Eight Modern Plavs) : The Ilordle Poacher (in Pattern 
Prose, Part II., T.E.S., No, 108), by Bernard Gilbert. 


SUSAN GLASPELL AND GEORGE CRAM 
COOK: TICKLESS TIME 

The United States, like England, is now a country 
of amateur dramatic societies and “ little theatres,’* 
and many of these arc doing excellent work, but 
on one count at least the Provincetown Players, of 
Massachusetts, are unique among them aU. They 
can proudly claim to have fostered the early efforts 
of the two outstanding American dramatists of to-day 
— ^Eugene O’Neill and Susan Glaspell, And Miss 
Edna St, Vincent Millay, who acted in the first per- 
formance of Tickless Time, is a poet and dramatist of 
high promise. 

^cre is no space here to write of Mr. O’Neill, who 
is widely acknowledged in America and Europe as a 
great dramatist The work of Miss Glaspell, hardly 
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less interesting, certainly does not rank so high— 
though it is to be hoped that she is only at the be- 
ginning of her career. With George Cram Cook, whom 
she afterwards married, she helped to found the 
Provincetown Players in 1915, and since then she has 
written about a dozen plays in all, half of them one- 
act plays. Tickless Tme shows her customary skill 
as a dramatist, but is not representative of her peculiar 
talent, because it is lignt-hcarted comedy. Her 
tragedies are given distinction, and at the same time 
limited in Ihcir range and appeal, by her passionate 
idealism and her explorations of the Ijorderland of 
human experience, as in Inheritors and The Verge. 
She has puiilishc^d scwtuJ ten.s(jly-wrought novels, and 
The Path to the Temple, a rematkable biography of her 
husband which is worthy of that remarkable man. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

63. Do )^ou agree that Tickless Time is a comedy, or 
would you describe it as a farce ? Is it satirical ? 

64. Tiiis play has been described as very sophisti- 
cated : do you agree ? Are the authors ever in earnest ? 

65. Which is the most amusing speech in the play, 
and which is the most subtle ? 

FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

66. Say briefly what you tliink of Ian Joyce, or write 
a brief defence of Eddy Knight's point of view. 

67. Comment seriously on tlus passage of dialogue : 
** But, Eloise, do you mean to say ... a clock oi the 
human mind "(page 134). 

68. After tliinking it over carefully, form clear 
pictures of Eddy Knight and Ian Joyce in your mind, 
and then describe their appearance. (This is the right 
method ; tlie wrong one is to make up your picture 
piecemeal as you wnte.) 

69. Tliis play can be performed in England just as it 
is ; or anglicized by making a few alterations in the 
di^ogue, and substifuting an English town for Province- 
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town. This woiild make all the figures with regard to 
differences of time inaccurate, however. IX Province- 
town becomes Falmouth, what would the conect figures 
be? 

FURTHER READING 

70, Trifles, and Inhertiors, by Susan Glaspell, (For 
studies of American drama of to-day see A Htsiory of 
the American Drama from the Civil War to the Present 
Day, VoL II., by A. H. Quinn, and A Study of the Modern 
Drama, by Barrett: II. ClarlcJ 

71. The Mulligatawny Medallion, by Barrington 
Gatos ; The Little Man, by John Galsworthy (m Nine 
Modern Plays, T E.S.J ; W urzeLFhmmery, by A. A, 
Mine ; Grand Gmpiol (in WhaVs Wrong with the Dramc^^, 
by H, F. Riibiiistoin. 


JOHN DRINKWATER: Z==o 

With the production of Abraham Lincoln in 1918, 
Mr, John Drinkwater suddenly acliieved fame and 
success — although Abraham Lincoln is a very good 
play. For some years before this, however, he was 
known to a smaller audience as a poet and poet- 
dramatist of quiet sincerity. With a friend of his, 
who is now Sir Barry Jackson, he founded the Pilgrim 
Players while he was still an insurance clerk, and it was 
from amateur acting and producing that he graduated 
as a dramatist. The amateur organization became 
in time the Birmingham Repertory Theatre, which 
still happily flourishes in its native city and in London, 
and has put many a good play on the stage. So 
from the &:st Mr. Drinkwater was a man of the theatre 
as well as a poet. “ My affections have never been 
divided between poetry and the drama,” he writes 
in the Preface to his Collected Plays (1925). “ For 
some time in the early years at Birmingham it was 
an ambition to help as far as one could towards 
the restoration of the two upon the stage in union. 
I remember that John Galsworthy warned me that 
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the shadow of the man Shakespeare was across the 
path of all who should attempt verse drama in these 
days. The experience of Rebellion, a three-act play 
ill blank verse, 1914, showed me that, in that direction 
at least, he was right. . . , The one-act plays in 
verse . . . were attempts to find some other con- 
structional idiom whereby verse might be accepted 
as a natural thing by a modern audience. That two 
of them at least have been in more or less continual 
performance since they were written suggests that 
there was something in the method, . . . The transi- 
tion from verse to prose, from X=o, that is, to 
Abraham Lincoln, was not a surrender. . . , The 
problem to be solved was how to keep in the sparest 
prose idiom something of the enthusiasm and poig- 
nancy of verse. In the days when verse was tlic 
natural speech of the theatre, its beauty, like the 
beauty of all fine style, reached the audience without 
any insistence upon itself. The guiding principle of 
the speech of these plays later than Z=o has been, so 
far as I could manage it, to make it beautiful without 
letting anybody know about it."' 

Abraham Lincoln, Oliver Cronmell and the other 
chronicle plays are certainly not a surrender, for though 
they have a wider, more human appeal, they keep the 
nobility of X~o and the author's earlier poetic plays. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

72. Which is the more important in this play, plot, or 
ideas, or characterization ? Mr. Drinkwater says that 
he passed from verse to prose — not from poetry to prose. 
What is the difierence ? 

73, Does the play gain or lose by being written in 
verse, and in what way ? Do you think that, as the 
author seems to suggest, the play has a beauty of speech 
which is too self-insistent to be readily acceptable nowa- 
days ? Why is a modem audience much less inclined to 
accept verse than the mixed and partly illiterate audience 
of riic Elizabethan theatre ? 

( 5 . 168 ) 14 
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FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

74, Wliat is the meaning of the title ? 

75, This play was written and produced in 1917. Is 
tliere any significance in the date ? Why did the dra- 
matist cnoose so remote a period as the Trojan War ? 

76, ** Tragedy » in its effect, is a state of an audience's 
mind, a painless sense of the pressure of somebody's 
pain ; a sense, too, that quickens your wits ; you are 
given a new range of sight, such as griefs of your own 
sometimes bring, but no shock, like gnefs, to numb you 
past using it. Stirred in tliat way, you can understand 
anything ; hints go all lengths with you.” — C. E. Mon- 
tague. ilow far do you agree with tms, and how far can 
it DO appUed to ^=0 ? 

FURTHER READING 

77, Collected Plays of John Drmkwater (see page 222) — 
csix*cially Abraham Lincoln, Oliver Cromwell, and Pamis 
(one-act plays : The Storm, The God of Quiet, .^=0), 
which arc obtainable in separate editions. 

78, Alhson^s Lad, by B. M. Dix (in Nine Modern 
Plays) \ In Safety, by Margaret Macnamara. 


MARGARET MACNAMARA: ELIZABETH 
REFUSES 

In Debits and Credits Mr. Rudyard Kipling has re- 
cently given ns a good story about a group of soldiers 
on the Western Front, whose devotion to Miss Austen 
made them almost a secret society. Admiration such 
as this her work has constantly claimed from a multi- 
^de of readers for a hundred years, and the reason 
is not far to seek. Though she wrote only half a 
dozen novels, and all are limited to comedy of the 
tea-table and the ballroom, her humour is so subtle, 
her characterization so convincing, her craftsmanship 
so skilful, that die ranks with the greatest Engli^ 
novelists. 



COMMENTARY 211 

Readers who have not yet made the acquaintance 
of Pride and Prejudice^ Northanger Abbey ^ Sense and 
Sensibility, and die others, have still a great pleasure 
to come, and will find it all the greater if they read 
the novels in the editions so delightfully illustrated 
by Hugh Thomson, whose gift for delicately humorous 
characterization is little inferior to Miss Austen's. 

Perhaps it is this quiet subtlety in humour and 
characterization which has kept the novels hrom being 
much dramatized, for the theatre is a notoriously 
dangerous place for subtlety, but Miss Macnamara 
has dared greatiy, and succeeded. With a toudi as 
sure as the novelist's, she has taken incidents scattered 
through the novel and moulded them into this charm- 
ing little comedy. Like many others of Miss Mac- 
namara's plays it has long been a favourite with 
amateur dramatic societies, for it is as easy to stage as 
it is well worth doing. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

79. Does the humour of this play arise chiefly from 
characterization or from plot ? How does it conipare in 
this respect with The New Wing at Elsinore and Tickless 
Time ? 

80. Get Hugh Thomson's edition of Pride and Preju- 
dice, and see if you can recognize in his illustrations the 
characters of the play. 

81. When is Mr. Collins most amusing ? 

82. What do you learn about the speakers from the 
ioUowing speeches : 

Mrs. Bennet. Don’t nag at me, Jane ! (Page 160.) 

Mr. Collins. To fortune I am indiflerent, and shall 
malfft no demand of that nature upon your father, since 
I am well aware it could not be complied with. On that 
head I shall be uniformly silent ; and you may assure 
yozirsfdf that no ungenerous reproach shall ever pass my 
Ups when we are married. (Page 168.) 

Lady Catherine. ... I take no leave of you. Miss 
Bennet 1 1 send no compliments to your mother 1 I am 
most seriously displeased 1 (Page 178.) 

S3, Invent another title for the play. 
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FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

84, Would you describe Lady Catherine as vulgar ? 

85. Write the letter in which Mr. William Collins 
announced to Mr. Bennct his intention of coming to stay 
wilh the Bennet family. Don't forget to mention the 
patronage of the Right Honourable Lady Catherine de 
Bourgh, and imitate Mr. Collins's style as closely as you 
can. ’\^en you have finished compare your letter with 
that in Pride and Prejudice, Chapter XIII. 

80. Compare the play with Chapters XIII., XVT,, XIX., 
XX,, XXIX., and LVI. of Pride and Prejudice, and com- 
ment on the alterations which have been made. 

87. Describe the character of Mr, Collins or Mrs. 
Bonnet ; or contrast Elizabeth with Jane. 

88. A.fter thinking it over carefully, form clear pictures 
of Lady Catherine and Mr. Collins in your mind, and then 
describe their appearance. 

FURTHER READING 

89. Pride and Prejudice, by Jane Austen, illustrated by 
Hugh Thomson ; In Safely, The Tall, Tall Castle, The 
Witch, by Margaret Macnamara. 

90. Followers, by Harold Brighouse ; Becky Sharp, by 
Olive Conway ; The Spinsters of Lushe, by Philip John- 
son (in Four Modern Plays). 


LAURENCE HOUSMAN: BROTHER WOLF 

Mr. Laurence Housman is a writer of talent and 
versatility, who has ranged from mystical poetry and 
fairy tales to poetic tragedy, social comedy, and re- 
li^ous plays. The scene-designs which decorate the 
Liiile PlayB of St. Francis are reminders that he 
has several times illustrated his own books, and has 
had considerable experience as an amateur actor and 

S educer, Probably he is most widely known by 
the delicate fantasy which he wrote with 
Mr, Granville Barker, for it has been repeatedly acted 
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by amateurs and broadcasted more than once. His 
best work, however, is in Angels and Ministers, one* 
act plays introducing Queen Victoria, Gladstone, and 
other eminent Victorians/' which are masterpieces 
of ironic comedy. Close to these rank the Little 
jpiays of St Francis, a cycle of eighteen one-act plays 
which present in comedy and tragedy the life and 
death 01 Francis of Assisi. ^ Their mingling ol humour 
with sincere religious feeling, and their quiet skill in 
dialogue and characterization, have made them pop- 
ular with readers as well as amateur actors. Brother 
Wolf is typical. 

In recent times there has been a revival of interest 
in St. Francis (1182-1226), the " little poor man " of 
Assisi, whose gay courage and passionate faith made 
him one of the greatest of Christian saints, a figure 
full of significance for our own times. Tlie Little 
Plays of St Francis are a part of that revival, and a 
part also of the recent return of Enghsh drama to its 
birthplace, the parish church. 

FOR DISCUSSION 

gi. Does Brother Wolf gain or lose by the touches of 
humoiir ? 

92. Is the play completely convincing ? If not, where 
are ihe wealmesses ? 

93. At what point does the play reach its climax ? 

94. What impresses you most in the character of 
Francis ? 

95. “ These be not sane men 1 ” says Lupo. Do you, 
like Brother Juniper, agree ? 

FOR DISCUSSION OR COMPOSITION 

96. Compare Francis with the Bishop in The Bishop's 
Candlesticks. 

97. Compare Brother Wolf with any other religious 

e iy which you know, or with A Fool and His Money, by 
urence musman. 
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98. Describe briefly the character of Brother Juniper 
or Lupo» 

99, The story of “ Brother Wolf" which follows is 
taken from Chapter XXI. of Mr. Thomas OkeVs trans- 
lation of The Lttila Flowers of St, Francis, These inles 
of St. Francis were written down long after his death, 
many of tliem liavmg been preserved only by oral 
iradttion among his devoted fdlowers. Comment on 
tlie diflercnccs between the play and the legend. 

" In the days when St. Francis abode in the city of 
Gubhio, a huge wolf, terrible and fierce, appeared in the 
neighbourhood, and not only devoured animals but men 
also ; in such wise tlxat all the citizens went in groat fear 
of their lives, because ofttimes the wolf came close to the 
city. And when they went abroad, all men armed them- 
selves as were they going fortli to battle ; and even 
so none who chanced on the wolf alone could defend 
liinihelf ; and at last it came to such a pass that for fear 
of tlus wolf no man durst leave the city walls. Where- 
fore St. Francis liad great compassion for the men of 
lliat <nty, anil purposed to issue forth against that wolf, 
albeit the citizens, with one accord, counselled him not 
to go. But he, maldng the sign of the holy cross, and 
putting all his trust in God, sot forth from the city with 
Iiis companions ; but they fearing to go farther, St. 
Francis went his way alone towards the place where the 
wolf was. And lo 1 the said wolf, in the sight of mucii 
folk 'Uiat had come to behold the miracle, leapt towards 
St. Francis with gaping jaws ; and St. Francis drawing 
nigh, made to him i^e sign of most holy cross ^d called 
him, speaking thus, * Come hither, friar wolf ; I com- 
mand thee in the name of Christ that thou do hurt 
neither to me nor to any man.* Marvellous to tell I no 
sooner bad St. Francis made the sign of holy cross than 
the terrible wolf closed his jaws and stayed his course ; 
no sooner was the command uttered than he came, gentle 
as a lamb, and laid himself at the feet of St. Francis. 
Then St. Francis speaks to him thus, ' Friar wolf, thou 
wwkest much evil in those parts, and hast wrought 
grievous iU, destroying and slaying God*s creatures with- 
out His leave ; and not only hast idiou slain and devoured 
the beasts of the fleld, but thou hast dared to destroy and 
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{Gay men made in the image of God ; wherefore thou art 
worthy of the gallows as a most wicked thief and mur- 
derer : all folk cry out and murmur against thee, and all 
this city is at enmity with thee. But, friar wolf, lain 
would I make peace with them and thee, so that thou 
injure them no more ; and they shall forgive thee all 
past oEences, and neither man nor dog shall pursue thee 
more.* Now when St. Francis had spoken these words, 
the wolf, moving his body and his tail and his ears, and 
bowing his head, made signs that he accepted what had 
been said, and would abide thereby. Then said St. 
Francis, * Friar wolf, since it pleaseth thee to make and 
observe this peace, I ]jronuso to obtain for thee, so long 
as thou livest, a continual sustenance from the men of 
this dty, so that thou shall no more suHcr hunger, for 
well I ween that thou hast wrought all tins evil to satisfy 
thy hunger. But after I have won this favour for thee, 
friar wolf, I desire that thou promise me to do hurt 
neither to man nor beast. Dost thou piomise me tliis ? ' 
And the wolf bowed his head and gave clear token that 
he promised these things. And St. Francis said, ‘ Friar 
wolf, I desire that thou pledge thy faith to me to keep 
this promise, that I may have full trust in thee.* And 
when St. Francis held forth his hand to receive lliis 
pledge, the wolf lifted up his ri^hi paw and gently laid 
it in ti^ hand of St. Francis, giving him thereby such 
token of good faith as he could. Then said St. Francis, 
‘ Friar wolf, I command thee in the name of Jesus Christ 
to come with me; fear naught, and we will go and 
confirm this peace in the name of God.* And the wolf, 
obedient, set forth by his side even as a pet lamb ; where- 
fore when Ihe men of the city beheld this, they marvelled 
greatly.** 


FURTHER READING 

100. Little Plays of SU PmneU^ A Fool and His Money, 
Angels and Ministers^ by Laurence Houamon ; Pyunelfa, 
by laurence Housman and Granville Barker. 

lox. The Bishop*s Candlesticks, by Norman McKizmei 
(in Nine Modem Plays ) ; The Only Legend, by John 
Drinkwater ; In Safety, by Margaret Macnamara ; A 
Man oj Ideas, by Miles Malieson (in Fouf Modem Plays), 
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ON DRAMA IN GENERAL 

102. A friend of yours wlio has not read this book has 
asked you which of the pjlays you like best. Write a 
letter to liini; answering his question and giving him as 
clear an idea of the play as you can. This means that 
you have not only to outliao the story of the play^ but 
to deal with characterization, style, and distinctive 
merits and defects. 

103. Conipare any play in this book with any other 
one-act play which you know. 

104. Write a short criticism of any modern play whicli 
you have seen performed lately. Deal with the play, 
the actingi and the stage settings, and romembor that 
criticism involves appreciation of the good as well as 
the bad points. You will find it helpful to read notices 
by dramatic critics in good newspapers, 

'105. In what way does Thirty Minutes in a Street 
differ in structure from ail the other plays in this book ? 

106. The one-act play is almost ignored by professional 
tlieaties, but valued by " little theatres” and amateur 
dramatic societies. How do you explain this ? 

X07. Which charactev in the plays do yon find moat 
interesting, and why ? 

108. Describe any amusing incident in the plays. 

109. " A drama must be &aped so as to have a spire 
of meaning. Every grouping of life and character nas 
its inherent moral ; and the business of the dramatist 
is so to pose the group as to bring that moral poignantly 
to the light of day. Such is the moral that e^males from 
plays like Lear, Hamlet, and Macbeth” — John Gals- 
worthy, 

Does Mr. Galsworthy mve “moral” the meaning 
which it usually has ? If not, what meaning does he 
mve it ? Do you agree with him ? Which plays in this 
book would be most likely to meet with his approval ? 

1 10. After careful consideration of the plays whidi 
vou know, write short definitions of tragedy, comedy, 
fantasy, farce, and melodrama, mving examples firom tl^ 
collection if possible. Then, if you can get ihe book, 
read the chapter on The Varieties of Drama, in Hrarmt 
by Ashley Dukos Home University library, 

111 . How does a one-act play differ from a full- 
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length play ? What are the distinctive possibilities and 
limitations of the one-act play ? 

1 12. Is X=o a oue-act play ? 

1 13. What arc the cliicf difiercnccs between a one-act 
play and a short story ? 

1 14. What are the dramatic unities ? Are they often 
observed in modem drama? Arc they more often 
observed in the one-act play than in the long play ? 

1 15. One of the most difficult problems for a dramatist 
lies in the exposition, the business of introducing Ids 
characters, and explaining the state of aftjurs, because 
tliis has to bo made as natural and interesting as possible. 
Audiences no longer accept cheerfully the housemaid who 
soliloquizes and dusts the furniture for ten minutes after 
the curtain goes tip. 

iiO, On the quoslion of exposition, compare Colomhinc 
with Brother Wolf, and contrast them botii with The 
House with the Twisty Windows, 

1 17. After exposition, or interwoven with it, conics 
the complication, in wliich "the plot tldckens" and the 
audience is presented with a conflict or problnm arising 
from the clash of character and motive ancf from the tangle 
of circumstance. A desire to see how the conflict will 
end and the problem be solved deepens the intcrecit ot 
the audience, till the play reaches its climax — its Idghest 
level of emotion. Wbicn play in this book has the mast 
powerful climax, and when does it occur ? 

1 18. The ddnoiiement, or final unravelling of the plot, 
follows closely upon the climax in most one-act plays. 

Sometimes climax and ddnouement come together a 
moment before the curtain falls. Does this happen in 
The House with the Twisty Windows, Moonshine, or 
Mrs, Adts? 

1 19. Sometimes there is more than one climax, as in 

Which is the major climax in this play ? 

120. Suspense and surprise are often important factors 
in maintaining interest. Climaxes might be divided into 
those which involve surprise and those wliich fulfil ex- 
pectation. There are instances of both in this book : 
can you find them ? 

121. The paragraphs above have dealt only with 
structure, but there are other equally important elcnvents 
in a good play — notably characterization, dialogue, and 
atmosphere. 
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It has been well said that a play cannot rise above the 
level of its characterization (though there may be many 
fine plays of the second rank in which poetry or humour 
counts for more), for it is in presenting real men and 
women that a play comes most vitally into contact with 
life. Pure farce and melodrama, for instance, have 
notliing^ to say about life at all, and we feel their 
inferiority to comedy and tragedy however much we 
enjoy them as entertainments, 

122. In which plays in this book are the men and 
women most fully alive, and in which plays does char- 
acterization count least ? 

123. The primary magic of the theatre is the spoken 
word,'' says Mr, Frank Vernon. What qualities make 
good ditdogue, and how does it differ from the language 
of a novel ? Compare the dialogue of X^o and The 
New Wing at Ehinore with that of Moonshine and 
Elizabeth Refuses, 

124. What atmosphere does the dramatist seek to 
convoy in The House with the Twisty Windows ? Does 
she succeed ? If so, how ? 

125. Arrange the names of the foUowiag dramatists in 
chronological order, and give nationalities : 

Shakespeare, Shaw, Sheridan, Eugene O'Neill, Eurip- 
ides, Molilre, Goethe, iBschylus, Goldsmith, Calderon, 
Ibsen, Congreve, Marlowe, Synge, Jonson, Terence, 
Tchechov, Pirandello, Goldoni, Racine. 

126. Who wrote the following plays ? — The School for 
Scandal, Strife, The Pretenders, The Master Buildey, The 
Comtng of (fhrist, Dramatic Sequels, She Stoops to Con~ 
auer, Dear Brutus, Charl^^s Aunt, The Green Goddess, 
The Lost Silk Hat, Tr^es, Harold, SL Joan, Doctor 
Faustus, Quality Street, Two Gentlemen of Verona, Juno 
and the Paycock, Pompey the Great, Prunella, Strafford, 
Captain Brassbotmd' s Conversion, The Playboy of the 
Western World, The Duerma, Countess Cathleen, Mile- 
stones, The Little Man, Riders to the Sea, Cambell of 
Kilmohr, Hobson* s Choice, The Emperor Jones, K,U,R., 
The Riding to Liihend, The Critic, 

127. Write down the titles and authors of the plays in 
whidb the fallowing characters appear ; 

Desdemona, Derrick Moore, Alcestls, Silvermoon, 
Maurya, Dugkld Stewart, Mabyona, Charles Surface, 
Beatnce Cend, Gratiano, Jourdain, Mrs. Hardcastle, 
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MepMstopheles, Catherine Parr, Rosalind, Mrs, Malaprop, 
Edward II., King Ljsar, Cardinal Wolsey, Sir John 
Falstafi, Ahraham Lincoln, Crichton, Cato, Banquo, 
lOiowell, Catiline, Ian Joyce, Charles I., Captain Hook, 
Horatio, Lady Windermere, Deirdre, Cleopatra, Eliza- 
beth Bennet, Mary Rose, Titania, Falder, John Anthony. 

128. Which plays m this book would you choose as 
most suitable for performance (i) at your school speech 
day ; (2) at a school concert, given at the end of the 
Christmas term ; (3) by Form IV. : (4) by a Scout Troop ; 
and (5) by a branch of the League of Nations Union ? 
Explain the reasons for your choice in each case. 

129. Draw up from tlus book a programme of two, 
tlirce, or four plays (according to the number of actors 
available) for performance by your own form or society. 
Choose and arrange the plays carefully, to give the 
programme artistic harmony and unity, which is not 
very easily done. Then cast the plays, giving every 
person available tlie part for which he or she is most 
suited, omitting no one, and in a very few cases giving 
two parts to one player if this proves necessary. A play 
which cannot be feirly well cast should not be put in the 
programme. 

130. When you have drawn up this programme of 
plays, write a short prologue for it in rhymed verse, 

131. Which part would you choose for yourself in your 
programme, and why ? 

132. Which plays in this book would you describe as 
“ realistic,*' and whichas “ poetic *’ ? D&cussthe mean- 
ing of the terms before you decide, and remember that a 
play need not be written in verse to be poetic in spirit. 

1^3. “ Drama and Theatre arc two who should be one. 
Their union is the task of every stage that is truly 
awajeened to consciousness. They should be one and yet 
remain two ; a marriage must be sought if they aro to 
beget a true theatrical art. AH the alluremonis expressed 
in the word theatre — ^the eager expectancy of the 
audience and its natural love of colour and movement, 
the players* swift exaltation, the designer’s craft of 
transuent illusion, even the musician’s hai^onies and the 
dancer’s rhythms — beckon toward the figure we know 
as drama, who should be the impersonation of ardent 
confiict, but is often the image of intellectual aloofness 
or stolcklindifleience. The matdiis not easily arranged, 
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for the minx called Theatre flaunts her paint-box and 
powder-puff too freely, while the austere grey-beard 
Drama gathers his dignified robe about him and ex- 
presses a conventional distaste for things * theatrical.* 
&rave incompatibilities of temperament are evident at a 
glance ; but unless the union be consummated, neither 
theatre nor drama can fulfil a natural purpose. A lifeless 
^ama, echoing the small talk of daily currency, has its 
counterpart in a lifeless theatre whose actors reproduce 
the gestxires of daily commonplace ; but a living drama, 
bom of thought and passion and fancy, calls for a living 
theatre tliat shall interpret as well as represent.** — 
Ashley Dukes. 

Comment on this passage. It is a valuable reminder 
that a play docs not fully exist as a play until it is acted 
before an audience. The dramatist's importance, which 
is being hotly debated nowadays, may be paramount, 
but when a play is produced wo must include among tlie 
contributors, or collaborators, the actor, the producer 
and others — and the spectator. 

134. There are sections on the writing of one-act plays 
in Nine Modern Plays and (more elementary) m Eight 
Modern Plays, and some valuable advice in Pattern Plays, 
edited by E. C. Oakden and Mary Sturt (T E.S. 20), an 
interesting collection which contains stories, plays made 
from stories, and other stories to be made into plays. 
Tor those who wsh to study the subject in detail there 
are many books, notably How to Write a Play, by St, 
John Ervine, and Dramatic Technique, by G. P. Baker. 
A very full bibliography of this and many other dra- 
matic subjects will be found in Barrett Clark's A Study 
of the Modem Drama. 

But it is possible to know too much of technique, and 
lose the spirit of life in anxiety to understand and obey 
the letter of the law. There is no text-book so good as 
the plays of great dramatists, seen on the stage whenever 
possible ; no tools are so potent as imagination and 
sincerity ; and the only true laboratory is the theatre. 
It is by riving the young dramatist the opportunity to 
see his p&ys acted, and fr) recogni2e his wemaiesses and 
try that amateur dramatic societies are doing 

ixmch for English drama. As for the raw material, life 
offers it in such infinite abundance that the dramatist 
cd inright and imagination will never lack a subject, very 
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often finding his highest inspiration in the common life 
about lum. 

A SUGGESTION FOR FORjVI-ROOM ACTING 

Elect leaders from the form, and make each of them 
responsible for one of the plays which you wish to act. 
Having decided how many players are needed for eacli 

e , “Bie leaders, taking turns, choose their companies 
L the form, and then each company prepares a per- 
formance ” of its play, to be given with the rest of the 
form as audience. The leader should act as producer in 
the preliminary rehearsal or rehearsals, and assign parts 
and positions on the stage, and suggest movements, etc. 

The performances can be very simple, with all the 
actors leading their parts, or they can be more elaborate, 
with some of the parts learned by heart and custimics 
improvised or borrowed. In any case, simple properties 
and stage furniture are a great lielp. Plays acted m this 
way can be very enjoyable, and there is the advantage 
that if the rehearsals can be held in a large room or in 
the open air, all the plays can be rehearsed at the same 
time. Dunng rehearsals the teacher can visit each 
group in turn, and after the performances he can invite 
criticisms, favourable and unfavourable, from the audi- 
ence before he gives his own opinion. 


A READING LIST 

Of Modern English Plays and Books on the Drama 

(This lisl is limited to plays and hooks which can be 
fecommmded for inclusion in a school lihrary. A first 
choice is indicated by asterisks.) 

I. — ^Plays 

J. M. Synge : Plays."^ Allen and Unwin. 

This volume contains aU Synge's plays : The Shadow 
of the Glen, Riders to the Sea, The Well of the Saints, The 
Tinker's Wedding, The Playboy of the Western World, and 
Deifdfe of the Sorrows. 

George Bernard Shaw: St. Joan,^ Captain Brass* 
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bound's Conversion* Cessar and Cleopatra, Candida, 
John Bull's Other Island, Major Barbara, You Never 
Can Tell. Constable. 

J<jEXN Galsworthy : Stnfe,* Justice, The Foundations, 
Loyalties. Duclcworth. 

J. M. Barrie : The Admirable Crichton* Qualify Street, 
Dear Bruhis, Peter Pan, The Twelve Pound Look and 
Other Plays * {The Will, Rosalind, and Pantaloon), 
Hodder and Stoughton. 

John Masefield : The Tragedy of Nan,* Pompey the 
Great, Heinemann. Sidgwick and Jackson. 

John Drinkwater : Collected Plays, Vol, II. Sidgwick 
and Jackson. 

This contains Abraham Lincoln,* Oliver Cromwell, 
Robert E. Lee, and Little Johnny, (Vol. I. contains Mary 
Stuart and tlie verse plays, including X^o, The Storm, 
and Copheiua.) 

Granville Barker: The Voysey Inheritance, Sidg- 
wick and Jackson. 

W. B, Yeats : Countess Cathleen* The Land of Heart's 
Desire,* Fisher Unwin. Cathleen ni 

Houlihan, Deirdre, A Pot of Broth (in Plays in 
Prose and Verse), Macmillan. 

Lady Gregory : Seven Short Plays, Putnam. 

Irish dialect plays, five of them comedies : The Goal 
Gate, Hyacinth Halvey, The Jackdaw, The Rzsing of the 
Moon, Spreading the News, The Travelling Man, The 
Workhouse Ward, 

Lord Dunsany ; Plays of Gods and Men. Putnam. 

Contains : The Tents of the Arabs, The Laughter of the 
Gods, The Queen's Enemies, A Night at an Inn, 

Sean O'Casey : The Plough and the Stars. Macmillan. 

Harold Brxghouse : Hobson's Choice, Samuel French. 

Arnold Bennett and Edward Knoblock : Milestones,* 
Arnold Bennett: The Great Adventure, Methuen. 

(One volume, cloth binding). 

Laxtrbkce Housman : Angels and Ministers, Jonathan 
Cape. Little Plays of St, Framns, Sidg- 

wick and Jackson. 

Laurence Housman and Granville Barker: Prunella. 
Sidgwick and Jackson. . . . , 
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Allan Monkhouse : The Conquering Haro. Bonn. 

A. A Milne ; The Truth about Blayds (in Three Plays ) : 
The Romantic Age (in Second Plays). Chatto and 
Windus. 

John Brandane : The Glen is Mine. Constable. 

Robert Graves : John Kemp’s Wager. Blackwell. 

A folk-song ballad-opera. 

Elizabeth Baker ; Chains. Sidgwick and Jackson, 

H. F. Rubinstein : What’s Wrong with the Drama ? 
Bonn, 

Idve witty one-act comedies. 

A. J. Talbot : The Iron Duke. Bonn. 

A chronicle play of Wellington. 


II. — ^History anp Criticism 

A Study of Modern Drama.* Barrett H. Clark. Apple- 
ton. Revised edition, 1928. 

** A handbook for the study and appreciation of the 
best plays, European, English, and American, of Iho last 
half-century.” It is an encyclopedia of information 
and ideas, and particulaily useful in schools and reading 
circles because it sets out to arouse discussion and 
suggest lines of thought. Very full bibliographies and 
indexes. 

British Drama. Allardyce NicolL Harrap, 1925. Illus- 
trated. 

“ An historical survey from the beginnings to the 
present tune.” A third of this invaluable book, which is 
the best of its kind, is devoted to the nineteenth and 
twentieth centuries. 

Modem Drama.* J. W. Marriott. Nelson. 

An illuminating account of drama in England, Europe, 
and America, from T. W. Robertson and Ibsen to James 
Bridie, Noel Coward, Elmer Rice, Capek, Quintero, etc. 
A guide to all the most interesting plays. (The ” Little 
Theatre ” Series.) 
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Dvama.* Ashley Dukes. Home University Librarj*; 
1926. 

A stimulating hook of unusual scope, vrith chapters on 
the Nature and Varieties of Drama, the Dramatist, the 
Actor, the Producer, the Scene, the Playhouse, the 
Audience, and Drama Present and Future. 

TweMiuih Century L%idYatuye. A. C. Ward, Methuen, 
1928. 

A very useful and interesting survey of " The Age of 
Interrogation, 1901-1925.” Fifty pages of the book are 
given to " Dramatists." 

The Old Drama and the New. William Archer. Heme- 
mann, 19^3. 

1'his survey of English drama, which offers much 
vigorous and unhackneyed criticism, is an excellent 
coiupanion to l*rofobsor Nicoll’s British Drama. 

On the Art of the Theatre.* Edward Goidon Craig, 
Heinemaun, 1921. Illustrated. 

This great theatre artist's books are full of original 
and irtspirmg ideas. Illustrations of dresses and stage- 
settings. 

Dramatic Values. C. E. Montague. Methuen. 

Essays in dramatic criticism, on such subjects as Good 
Acting, Improvements in Play-making, etc., and on the 
plays of Synge, Shaw, Wilde, Masefield, and Ibsen. The 
work of a good writer and cntic, full of gusto and a fine 
discrimination. 
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These brief notes on the plays in this collection are 
intended for those who know little or nothing of the art of 
dramatic production. There are several excellent books 
for the amateur, which teach as much as it is possible to 
teach of any art in a book, and it is not proposed to 
attempt to write a complete guide in this limited space^ 
but to attempt instead what none of the books give — 
a detailed and dogmatic account of the production of a 
particular play, The House with the Twisty Windoxvs, 
The notes on the other plays, suggestive, not exhaustive, 
will be merely supplementary to this account. 


THE HOUSE WITH THE TWISTY 
WINDOWS 

We will assume that this play has been chosen because 
it can be cast fairly well from the actors available, offers a 
fairly large number of parts (for a onc-act play), is not 
difficult or expensive to dress and stage, and — ^most 
important of aU — ^it is worth doing. 

The Producer. — ^When the society has organi2ed its 
activities and finances — and in this the books recom- 
mended on page 248 will be found helpful— the producer 
must set to work, and his first duty is to acquire a full 
understanding of the play and the cnaractera. 

The producer is to the play what the conductor is to- 
the orchestra. He is responsible for the artistic harmony 
and unity of the play in all its details. He must have 
the ffnal decision in all matters affecting this artistic 
harmony, and upon his tact and energy and enthusiasm, 
his knowledge and imagination, his willingness to learn 
and to expemnent, the success of the play will depend to 
a very large extent. 

The producer can make himself a very useful prompt- 
book by tearing up two copies of the play and stickmg 
(8,168) 286 15 
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the leaves on alternate pages in an exerase-book. This 
provides ample room for diagrams showing position of 
characters, and notes on movement, lighting, etc. Dur- 
ing the performance it can be handed over to the stage- 
manager, who will find it invaluable. 

Castinf* is the first problem, whether it is done by a 
small committee or by the producer alone. In the 
case of untned actors, the best plan is to begin with 
auditiozts at which the candidates for parts can 
read in turn various characters in The House with the 
Twisty Windows, The casting authority can then decide, 
from voice, manner, and apparent actmg potentialities, 
how the play is to be cast. Derrick Moore is the most 
importont and most difficult character, and Heather and 
Cholic Clive come next : if these parts cannot be cast 
fairly well the company should look for another play. 

Understudies are a valuable insurance against disaster, 
and some societies choose two casts, which work quite 
independently of each other and are responsible for 
alternate performances. 

PeYmssiofi to perform the play should be secured now, 
and this must always be done before rehearsals begin, 
because occasionally a play is not avaOable for amateurs. 
For The House with the Twisty Windows, application must 
bo made to the author's agents, Messrs. Samuel Frendi, 
26 Southampton Street, Sfrand, London, W,C.2, without 
whose written permission no performance may be given. 
The royalty for each performance is One Guinea, payable 
in advance. The society is bound in honour to pay the 
royalty on a copyright play, which is in many cases the 
chief source of the draimtist's income, and is sunply a 
payment for the right to use his property. A dramatist 
should never be asked to waive his royalty because the 
performance is in aid of charity, for he prefers to choose 
for liimself the charities to wMch he Is to contribute. 
Such performances are good for charily and bad for 
amateur drama ; they suggest that fhe latter is not on 
its own account wortn paying to see. 

Business arrangements, su<m as booking the hall, ad«* 
vertising the play, and distributing rickets, should be 
made well in advance. {The House with the Twisty 
Windows will not make a complete programme by itself : 
it takes about forty minutes io po^m). Schools and 
some other educational institutions may get exemption 
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from the entertainment tax by application on the Form 
E.D.23, which can be obtained from the local Customs 
and Excise Office. 

The Stage .— is a great deal to be said for the 
sta^e which is simply set with screens or hung with 
curtains, and those amateurs who feel tlxat they are not 
experts on this subject should certainly read some of the 
books recommended on page 249,— especially thobc by 
]Vfr. Barrett H. Clark and Mr, Harold Ridge. At least, 
for those societies with no stage of their own, scenery is 
often an expense and trouble out of all proportion to its 
worth, and the more difficult the setting ilie more likely 
it is that the scenery will be artistically inferior to cur- 
tains. Hired scenery is nearly always anathema. It is 
bad enough to hire dresses, as most societies are com- 
pelled to do, for except in the case of a few well-known 
stock plays, tliis usuaUy means that the dresses are pitch- 
forked into the play by a costumier who knows littlo or 
nothing about it. In Utopia the setting and drosses for 
every production are specially designed by the producer,, 
or by artists working in intimate collaboration with him ; 
tinder the difficult conditions of most amateur dramatic 
work they should, at least, be specially adapted from the 
best matlmal available whenever possible. 

Fortunately for amateurs with hmited resources. The 
House with the Twisty Windows demands a very bare and 
simple setting, as will be seen from the sketch on page 
229. The door at the back cannot be omitted without 
loss to the play, but it presents no difficulty to any 
enthusiastic carpenter. It should be made entirely of 
wood — three-ply is much better than canvas as a covering 
for the framework — and as it becomes almost a symbol of 
the party's imprisonment, it should be large and look 
solid. If it is sturdy enough for Clive to throw himself 
against it, so much the better : if not, Roper must stop 
him before he reaches the door. It should open outwards, 
away from the audience, on to a dark corridor." There 
must be no cross-bar at ground level to trip tlie actors. 
Keep the steps if possible. Th^ are easy to make^ and. 
can be used repeatedly in different productions. No 
producer who has discovered the joy of working in three 
dimensions, to however. limited an extent, will be will- 
ingty restricted to two dimensions. 

With the door constructed the scenery can be com* 
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pleted with curtains or screens if desired, for the door on 
the left need be only an opening, and the barred window 
on the right is not essential. The line on which the 
clothes hang can be fastened to the frameworK of the 
door and the inside of the proscenium. If curtains arc 
used they should be bare and not rich in appearance : 
hessian would do. Screens of three-ply wood on strong 
framework would do admirably for the walls, and should 
be roughly distempered in a efingy colour. The settmg 
has to suggest a cellar which is a prison cell. Wliatever 
is used for the walls, they must be made to stand firm, 
or some members of the audience will be less interested 
in the play than in discussing whether the walls are going 
to fall down. If curtains are used the mirror on the right 
wall must be small and light, so that it can be hung from 
a safety pin. If there is the least danger chat it may 
flash light in the eyes of the audience, or give them un- 
timely glimpses of activities beliind the scenes, it should 
be very llunly smeared with vaseline. Any kitchen tabic 
and clmirs will serve, provided that they are not too new 
and clean. If it is covered by the blankets, the bedstead 
may be a sturdy wooden framework; or long forms 
lashed side by side ; or a group of butter-boxeS, which 
are cheap, strong, and adaptable. The blankets should 
be worn and dilapidated if possible — old army blankets 
would do well — and one or two more, rolled up, would 
serve for the piUow. 

Lighting is important, as in every play, but simple. 
It should not be brilliant, but strong enough to make 
the features of the actors plainly visible from the back 
of the hall. The stage switch should be near the door 
at the back, and if aH the stage lighting, except the 
moonlight, can be temporarily controfled by this switch 
it wOl be decidedly an advantage. If not, the electrician 
must be able to kec Clive touch the switch, in order to 
time his own actual switdiing-off of the light, and Clive 
must not remove his hand too quiddy. To raise a laugh 
at this point by faulty timing woula be exfxemely bad 
for the play. The moonlight which streams through the 
window^ and shines on the table demands only a sheet 
of gelatine and a small fioodlight, or spot,*' or a group 
of bulbs. The moonlight can be on throughout the play, 
or switched on, preferably with a dimmer switch, just 
belofre it is needed. 
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Properties for this play are not numerous or dilficult* 
Underdotties to hang on the line. A small bottle for 
hair-dye, A plain tray with pieces of bread, a bowl of 
soup, and five smaller bowls. A salt-cellar. These 
properties and the stage furniture, or rough substitutes, 
are needed in rehearsal from the first. 

Effects . — Tile bell wliich ** clangs outside " should be 
loud and hardi : if it tinldes instead of clanging it will 
tend to destroy the prison atmosphere. The volley 
which ends the play can be supplied by O.T.C. rifies, 
starting-pistols, or ftie cheap burglar alarm** pistols. 
The number required should be found by experiment : 
in a confined space behind the stage (but not too close to 
the audience) two will probably be enough. 

Amateurs so often fail in making small efiects con- 
vincing, and in timing them exactly, that it is necessary 
to emphasize their importance. The prompt-book already 
recommended is a great help to accurate timing, for 
whicli the stage manager is responsible, and careful 
planning and rehearsal are needed. The voll^ is all- 
important ; to substitute for it some clumsy imitation 
such as the banging of a drum will probably rmn the play. 

Costxmes for the play must be considered as soon as 
rehearsals begin. Stepan may be dressed in a dark 
shirt, dark rough trousers, gum-boots, and a waist-belt 
with, two pistols in it. The other characters wear 
ordinary English dress of to-day, and all, except lady 
Pouting and Derrick Moore, must show signs of six 
weeks* imprisonment — ^which means, for instance, no 
creases in the men's trousers and no recently-acquired 
waves in the ladies' hair, (It may be noted in passing 
that the Village Drama Society, 13 Peckham Road, 
Cpaberwell, ^London, S.E.5, has a large number of 
historical and other costumes for hire at very low rates.) 

iZfiAtfoysa/.— Wliiie all these arrangements are being 
made, rehearsals of the play must begin, and these the 
producer controls. 

The aim of the producer should be to present to the 
audience as fully and dearly, as beautifully or as humor- 
ously as possible, what it is that the dramatist has to say 
to them ; every detail of acting, setting, and lighting 
diould be regulated to this end. So the first thmg to 
do is to study the play. 

It will be seen that The House with the Twisty Windows 
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depends for its effect, first, upon the creation of an atmos- 
phere of intense anxiety and nervous strain, and then, as 
usual in tragedy, upon the clear understanding and pres- 
entation of character. In both respects it will be found 
that the actors are strongly supported by the author's 
sound stagecraft, for The House with the T wisty Windotus 
IS essentially a good acting play. The atmosphere is 
skilfully created by dialogue and action from the very 
first, and no explanatory comment is needed. It may 
be necessary, however, to remind the players not to over- 
act : all tne prisoners except Clive are struggling to 
mainlaia their self-control. 

The characters are clearly drawn and strongly dif- 
ferentiated : every one of them provides a good part*. 
There is a fine dramatic contrast between Koper and 
Clive, and Roper and Moore. The shrewd lawyer, strong, 
matter-of-fact, without imagination, stands between the 
boy whose imaMation is too strong for lus self-control, 
ana the man whose imagination deepens his insight and 
sympathy without undermining his will-power. Roper 
naturally dominates the situation until Moore's entry, 
when he is as naturally superseded. Moore must be very 
carefully cast, for much depends upon this actor's 
ability in cZiaractcrization and his power to liuld an 
audience. If he has a natural Iri^ accent, or can 
imitate it from long famihanty, so much the better. 
If not, no accent at all is much better than a crude 
counterfeit, for Derrick Moore claims no relationship, 
however distant, with the venerable family of stage 
Irishmen who say ** Begorra” and wear clay pipes in 
their hats. 

Botii Lady Pontmg and Anne are fairly straightfor- 
ward parts. Heather is much more difficult, andrequires 
in the actress a sense of poetry and a delicacy of touch if 
she is to be childlike without being affecte^y childish. 
Sincerity and poetic simplicity are the keynotes of her 
character, and of Moore's : both must avoid at all costs 
any suggestion of sentimentality. 

An experienced producer often finds that, as he studies 
a play, the characters come to life and move visibly 
upon the stage of his imagination, so that much of the 
grouping is decided for him; but the producer for whom 
this does not happen must work out the movements 
required. When read with the stage-plan, the directione 
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given in the text make tlie most important movements 
clear (The **lcft” and “right** are those of the 
an^cnce, not of the actor.) Some producers determine 
every detail of movement, grouping, and gesture with a 
model stage and puppets before they begin rehearsing ; 
otliers decide only upon the main outlines and fill in the 
details as they rehearse. The producer must work out 
his own artistic salvation in this as in many other 
matters, but at least he must go to the first rehearsal 
with entrances and exits and important stage movements 
cleat in fcds mind and on his script. Stage-plans, show- 
ing the pobitions of the characters at important points in 
the action, are a great help to the beginner. 

At the first rehearsal the only thing for the actors to do 
js lo " rea<l for position” — ^reading their parts without 
care for expression, and simply learning their movements. 
After tluH the actors should make themselves word- 
perfect as quickly ns they can : it is a great mistake for 
actois, especially if they are young and inexperienced, 
lo be set to learn their parts before rehearsals begin. 

The play has then to be built up at successive re- 
hearsals — ^twenty or more may be necessary — and when 
it is in mechanically good “ going order** the producer 
can work for atmosphere, for all those little subtleties of 
intonation and movement which make the supreme 
ditference between a living work of art and a mechanical 
performance. 

The actors, as well as the producer, will have much to 
learn, and the latter should be prepared to give training 
in speech and movement if it is needed. Every word of 
the play must be audible to the audience in the back row 
of Ime hall, and this is a question not of shouting, but 
of correct pitch and clear enunciation. Speech should 
normally be as pleasant and natural as possible, without 
any elocution for elocution’s sake. 

Vvhenever the actors can reasonably do so, they 
should ** aim ” their words to go out into the auditorium. 
They must avoid passing in front of any one who is 
speaking ; avoid distracting attention from him ; 
stand still,^ when they do stand still, without being 
stifi and without shuffling about ; and move definitely 
when they do move. All movements must be natuim, 
or made to appear natural, and must contribute some- 
thing to the play : they must not be merely obvious 
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devices fox ** changing the picture/' The producer 
should do everything possible to encourage players to 
think themselves into their parts, to understand as fully 
as they can what they are doing and saying and feeling, 
and to act all the while they are on the stage, not merely 
while they are speaking. And they must learn to take 
their cues very promptly, so that there arc no little gaps 
in the play between the speeches, Eve^ actor sliould 
understand the entire play, and regard its success as a 
whole as a much more important thing than his indi- 
\'idual success in his own part ; though he must realize 
that his own part, however small, is vital to the whole. 
To buy only one book and provide each actor with a 
copy of his part alone is a very false and dangerous 
economy, since it prevents the actors from studying the 
play as a whole, besides being unfair io auilior and 
publisher. In some cases it is useful to liavc a pre- 
linunary fireside reading of the play to make sure that 
every one concerned does know and undcistaiid the whole 
play : the discussion which usually arises may bo of the 
greatest value to both actors and producer. 

The Dress Rehearsal should be a day or two days before 
the performance, and should be as much like a perform* 
ance as possible, with full lighting, stage-setting, dresses, 
and make-up, and a small, select audience if desired. 
The producer should let the rehearsal go through with- 
out interruption or alteration, if these can possibly be 
avoided ; but he may give a few words of final advice to 
the cast— especially (aT to keep the play going smoothly 
vrhatever happens in me performance, for it is astonish- 
ing what audiences will not notice if the players do 
not hesitate ; (&) to stop speaking but continue acting 
when there is laughter, applause, or any such interrup- 
tion ; (c) apart from this, to ignore the audience entirely. 
11 the actors are to take a “ final curtain " this should be 
rehearsed, or it will almost certainly be muddled. 

There is no need for any one to worry if the dress 
rehearsal is altogether miserable and depressing. Dress 
rehearsals often are ; but if the play has been faithfully 
rehearsed it will spring into full life in the performance. 

Make-iip for The House with the Twisty Windows is not 
elaborate. For Stepan the chief item is the heavy 
black beard which an EngHsh audience expects a Kussian 
to wear. The beard is made of erdpe hair “ flufied out," 
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stuck on witla spirit-gum, and then trimmed. This is 
very much better and cheaper than a ready-made beard, 
For the other characters a complete make-up, covering 
the whole face, neck, and ears, may not be required unless 
the stage-lig[hting is high. 

M^e-up is a fascinating art, but not a mystery, and 
passable proficiency may soon be attained by studying 
one of the books recommended on page 249, and then 
experimenting on any victims who are available. One or 
two members of a dramatic society should be responsible 
for all make-ups, and should think them over wdl in 
advance, studying them from life as far as possible, after 
careful consideration of the characters £ind of the actors’ 
faces. It must be remembered that in Th& House with 
the Twisty Windows all except Stepan are pale and 
harassed, Clive in particular, but Lady Ponting is 
obviously made-up and Moore shows less sign of strain 
than the other prisoners. Never use cheap grease-paint. 
The best is not expensive, and can be used without the 
least liarm to the sldn. The special blcnding-jjowder 
wliich does not change the colour of make-up is well 
worth getting, for powder of some kind must be used 
always to save the face from looldng greasy. 

At the dress rehearsal all make-up (and dresses) must 
be thorouglily scrutimzed from more than one point in 
the auditorium. 

Grease-paint can be wiped ofi with coco-butter or 
vaseline on a piece of rag. (A few yards of the cheapest 
butter-musliii are of the greatest use m the dressing'- 
room.) CrSpe hair may be removed in the same way, 
or, more drastically, with methylated spirit. 

The Pro^anme should give the names of the actors in 
the order in which they appear or speak. This avoids 
any question of precedence, and is an aid to the audience 
in identifying characters. 

The Performance . — ^In theory the producer's responsi- 
bility ends with the dress reheard, when it passes to the 
Stage manager, who is responsible for the stage setting, 
furniture, properties, and so on. But the producer w 3 l 
be well advised to remain in the wings to deal with any 
emergency, and to keep the cast in good spirits. They 
may be comforted with the information that many 
experienced professional actors are always nervous before 
they goon. 
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The basis of efficient stage-management is a good 
prompt-book, fully and clearly annotated. Any changes 
in setting, furniture, lighting, etc., must be fully re- 
hearsed, every member of the stage staff must know tiis 
work in detail beforehand, and ah must wear shoes witli 
rubber soles, so that they can move in silence. 

The chief essentials for an artistic production are good 
team-work, imagination, enthusiasm, loyally, and '* an 
infinite capacity for taldng pains.” It will be noticed 
that wealth is not included. One of the most delightful 
things about amateur dramatic work is the fine results 
which may be obtained with slender means. 


THIRTY MINUTHS IN A STREET 

All applications for a licence to perform this play in 
the Bntisli Empire (except Canada) must bo addressed 
to Messrs. Samuel French, Limited, 26 Southampton 
Street, Strand, Loudon W.C.2, or to their authorised 
representatives. No pubhc performance may be given 
unless this licence has first been obtained. The fee for 
each performance of the play by amateurs is one guinea, 
payable in advance. 

The play takes about thirty minutes in performance. 

Farce is always very difficult for amateurs, moie 
difficult than any other dramatic form except perhaps 
poetic tragedy, because it depends so much upon techni- 
cal skin in acting, sureness of touch, and smoothness 
of performance. 11 is a common error of judgment to 
im^ine that a play such as this is easier to act well than, 
say, Elizabeth Refuses or Mrs. Adis. On the other hand. 
Thirty MtniUes m a Street contains so many good lines 
and situations which are in themselves irresistibly funny 
on the stage, that an audience is certam to get a great 
deal of amusement from a performance which, as a 
whole, is an artistic failure. ^loreover, the play provides 
splendid traimng in team work, and for many schools, 
at least, the unusually large number of characters will be 
an additional attraction. 

Thirty Minutes tn a Street is pre-eminently a “ pro- 
ducer's play.” On account of its episodic structure, 
smooth running without the least gap or delay is pecul- 
iarly essential and peculiarly difficult to secure ; and 
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while speech, movement, and characterization must not 
be neglected, it is all-important to see that cues are taken 
instantly, and entrances and exits exactly timed. This 
is a question of fractions of a second, so that if the good 
work done in rehearsal is not to be lost in performance it 
is essential that from the first the stage should be marked 
out (if it cannot be set) in the dimensions of the final 
setting. As some speeches are very short, actors who 
find themselves in dilficulty may have to learn the whole 
section m wliich they appear, and if this is done it must 
be seen that they do not repeat under their breath, with 
moving lips, the lines which other players are speaking. 
It is not only young players who are liable to develop 
this ruinf)UH habit. 

When tiie actors aro word-perfect and tlie play is 
nicely limed and in good mechanical " going order.” then 
prfKlucer and actors may confidently settle down to 
develop all those finer points of delivery and movement 
which bring a play to life. 

Tile farcical possibilities of the play are too obvious to 
need detailed treatment, but a few warnings are suggested 
by amateur productions which the writer has seen. 
Make-up and dress should be amusing, but not too 
exaggerated. Special care must be given to the Visitor 
and Hostess, and to seeing that players up-stage are not 
masked by others at critical moments. The Old Lady 
must make quite sure that the audience understands what 
has happened to her petticoat, and to do this in a small 
hall without a raked floor it may be necessary for her to 
lift the petticoat waist-high, in her first desperate efiort 
to get rid of it. To make sure that it drags after her it 
should be securely fastened by a tape, and the correct 
for the tape must be found by experiment. 

The theme of the play lies in the vain and pathetic 
efiocts of the Stray Man to break into the egotistical pre- 
occupations of tlie passers-by. The production has to be 
“ worked ” to bring out this theme, which gives the play 
such unity as it possesses, or it will break up into a suc- 
cession ox fatdcai episodes. 

The staging may appear difficult at first sight, but it 
can easily be simplified. If wooden flats, sudi as those 
recommended in the notes to The House with the Twisty 
Windows, can be built up to form a street with wmdows 
and doors, so much the better. And there should be steps 
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and railings. The producer with imagination will enjoy 
deciding on the kind of street which he wants, and giving 
it character. But with a few slight alterations in the 
play, the only essentials for the house-fronts are curtains 
and three doors. 

The pillar-box can be constructed of thin three -plv 
wood curved round a strong framework, perhaps with 
old band-boxes as a basis ; or it can be made from a large 
oil-drum ; or it can be reduced, ingIorn>usly, to a square 
pillar of brickwork.’* But in any case it should stand 
firm, and be screwed to the floor with metal brackets. 


COLUMBINE 

All applications for a licence to perform this play in 
the British Empire (except Canada) must be addressed to 
Messrs Samuel French, Limited, 20 Soutliampton Street, 
Strand, London, W.C.2, or to their authorized lepre- 
scntatives. No public performance may be given unless 
this licence has first been obtained. The fee for each 
performance of the play by amateurs is tliirty shillings, 
payable in advance. 

The play takes about fift\’’-five minutes in performance. 

The producer of Colombtne will try to make the play as 
pretty and amusing as possible, with the minimum of 
sentimentality. The countrymen offer ^ood and easy 
“ character ” parts. Colombine, Harlequin, and Pierrot 
are more difficidt, demanding not only a sense of poetry 
and the ability to speak rhymed verse, but a deft and 
dehcate touch. They ha\'e to remember that they are nfit 
human beings, but ’immortal wanderers from fairyland. 

The light fantasy of the play is an excellent oppor- 
tunify for actors and producers of imagination, and for 
lighting enthusiasts. It is true that the play demands a 
cyclorama, with beech trges in silhouette, to give it the 
right hillside spaciousness and the last glow of sunset 
fading into night ; but wonders can be done with a 
surround of dark curtains, and a little ingenuity and 
experiment with fiood-light, spot light, and coloured 
gelatines, footlights being dimmed to the minimum or 
eliminated. For the final episode no light will be needed 
except that from the lantern, provided that this is bright, 
and carried so that it lights the faces of the two old men. 
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Small “ floods'* and “ spots ’* are by no means expensive, 
and gelatines are cheap — cheaper in the long run, as well 
as more serviceable, than the old-fashioned method of 
staining electric bulbs. Those who c^not afford to buy 
lighting apparatus can experiment with groups of lights 
set in tin boxes and funnels, and no society should be 
content until it possesses at least two dimmer switches 
for the gradual raising and lowering of light. Mr. C. 
Harold Kidge, of the Festival Theatre, Cambridge, gives 
invaluable guidance and information in his books on 
stace-Ughiing (see page 249), 

The dresses for Colomhim may be the conventional 
ones, or specially designed variations of these. The play 
must not be overwhelmed with decoration, but it will 
gain much from pictorial treatment. 


MOONSHINE 

AU applications for a licence to perform this play in the 
British Empire (except Canada) must be addressed to 
Messrs. Samuel French, limited, 26 Southampton Street, 
Strand, London, W.C,2, or to their authorized repre- 
sentatives. No public performance may be given umess 
this licence has first been obtained. The fee for each 
performance of the play by amateurs is one guinea, 
payable in advance. 

The play takes about fifteen minutes in performance. 

Momshine can be acted with the simplest equipment, 
for no front curtain is required, and the stage furniture 
can be reduced to an ordinary deal table and two kitchen 
chairs — or empty packing-cases . The background should 
be plain and rough ; hessian curtains will do very well. 
The pencil sketch of a man hanging from a tree must be 
clearly recognizable from the ba& of the hall, and may be 
done with poster-colour (cheaper than drawing ink), on, 
say, a piece of cardboard tom out of a milliner's box. 

tf a more realistic setting is required, a simple box- 
set " will provide it, but this play depends less on setting 
than any other in the book, except T/ie New Wing ai 
Ehimre: 

The sound of the homes' hoofs can be imitated by 
striking the two halves of an empty coco-nut sh^l on the 
floor. 
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The most important thing in tliis play is the character- 
ization of JLuke Hazy : the audience must be convinced 
of his childlike simplicity of mind, with its unquestioning 
acceptance of old standards of conduct, and its touch of 
superstition. There must be a clear contrast in voice, 
manner, and dress between him and Jim Dunn, tlie con- 
trast between unsophisticated peasant and sophisticated 
townsman, Luke's speech must suggest tiie peasant, 
but American accent is not essential for either cliaracter, 
and, as in the case of Derrick Moore, no accent at all is 
very much bettiT than a clumsy theatrical unitatioiu 
The keynote of the play is quiet realism. 


THE MEW WING AT ELSINORE 

No public performance of this play may ho giv<'ti unless 
permission has first been obtained Irom Mcssis. Mai tin 
Seeker, 22 Essex Street, London, \V.C.2, The fee is 
one guinea, with a reduction for a number of per- 
formances* 

The play takes about ten to fifteen minutes m per- 
formance. 

The New Wing at Elsinore will gain less from stage- 
performance than any other play in tliis book, for it was 
written primarily to be read. But with an audience who 
know liamlet well enough to appreciate the “sequel*' 
fu^, it IS worth performing and very good fun. 

The actors should show no consciousness of the bur- 
lesque, but play their parts with due solemmty, except 
that the ** b^t Elizabethan manner “ of the clowms is a 
fatuous affectation of humour. The ghosts* voices are 
of the sepulchral variety. The whole art of burlesque lies 
in deciding exactly how far it should be over-acted. 

The players should retain the traditional Hamlet 
dresses * and make-up, and Horatio needs a large wrist- 
watch. Lighting should be fairly dim. Staging can be 
very simple, for dark curtains will be quite adequate. A 
stool will do for the Ghost to sit on in Scene i. As the 
play is so short it is very important that there should be 

* Full directions, witii diagrams, for iiialdng nil the dresses needed 

for Shakespeare’s plays axe given in 7 he lian^ide Costume Book, by 
Melicent Stone (Wells Gardner, Dorton, This is a very useful 
little book. 
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no wait between the scenes. The curtain can go up 
again almost instantly if the Ghost walks off with his 
stool and the Clowns are ready in the wings with a harrow- 
load of bricks. They can run this on and begin Imilding 
up the bricks well down stage, with comic bn.siness " 
of their own invention. The Now Wing which Horatio 
invites Fortinbras to admire is in the auditorium. Or 
the play can be performed without a front curtain, in 
which case the Gliost’s exit with his stool under Ms arm 
will be aa added touch of humour. 


MRS, ADIS 

No performance of tliis play may be given unless 
\vritt<*u iicrmission is first oblained from the authors' 
agent, Mr. A. D. Peters, lo Buckingham. Street, 
London, W.C.J. The foe for each performance by 
amateurs is one guinea, payable in advance. 

The play takes about fifteen minutes in performance. 

Mrs. Adis is comparatively easy to act because of its 
simplicity and poignapey. It demands from the actors 
.simplicity, sinceri^, and a full understanding of their 
parts. The characters of Mrs. Adis and Peter Crouch 
must be studied carefully tom dialogue and stage- 
directions. They are both stunned and broken by the 
tragedy. From the moment when she realizes that Tom 
is dead, IVIrs. Adis moves like a woman m a dream. At 
the beginning of the play she must be shrewd and critical 
rather than harsh. Peter Crouch, harassed, desperate, 
apologetic, and finally broken-hearted, ofiers a good acting 
part. The gamekeepers need be only sympathetic, awed, 
and uneasy. Tom Adis should be a man, not a dummy. 
If Sussex speech is natural to the actors, so much the 
better, but the play can be translated into any provincial 
dialect, or given without any definite dialect at all, pro- 
vided that speech is rather slow and does not suggest 
urban culture or vulgarity. Dresses can be modem, but 
must appear worn and poor and ** countrified.*’ 

Movement and grouping arc described in fairly com- 
plete detail in the stage-directions, which should be read 
with the stage-plan. 

The setting can be considerably simplified if necessary; 
and as an extreme measure the j^ay could be given in a 
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plain curtain-9Gt, the fireplace and window being elimin- 
ated and the doors being suggested by the sound of locks 
and bolts off stage. ;Wu*s, Adis could tlaen busy herself 
at the table instead of the fireplace. If curtains are used, 
alone or in combination with fireplace and practical 
windows and doors, they should be of some coarse 
material such as hessian, as in The House with the Twisty 
Windows. The hangings of dark serge or velvet which 
would do excellently for Colombinc, for instance, or The 
New Whig at Elsinoye, would be too rich in effect for this 
play. A realistic setting would be a distinct advant^e 
for this play, however, as for The Hozise with the Twisty 
Windows, and could be built up without any serious 
difficulty from the flats already recommended. Care 
must bo taken to give thickness to doors which open 
inwards, or they will look absurd, and the whole structure 
must bo solid enough not to tremble ludicrously whenever 
a door is opened. For the loan -to door a real lock may 
bo listed, and it must be noisy, to make the audience 
realise tliat the door has been locked. To prepare for 
the terrible significance which it assumes later, by draw- 
ing attention to it from the first, the key must be large 
and heavy (common enough in the countary) and hung m 
full view on a nail beside the lean-to door, about five feet 
from the floor. The footsteps heard outside the door 
mubt not sound hollowly on wood : a strip of felt or 
coco-nut matting will help. 

Lighting presents no difliculties. It must be bright 
enough to make the actors* features plainly visible from 
the back of the hall, but it should not be brilliant. If it 
can be toned to the softness of lamplight, it will be of 
considerable help in creating atmosphere. 

One final warning may perhaps be permitted. In 
tragedy, even more than in other types of play, it is 
essential that the actors should be word-perfect, or the 
voice of the prompter may break the speu and ruin the 
play. 

TICKLESS TIME 

No performance of this play may be given unless per- 
mission has first been obtainea from the author* s agents, 
Messrs. Curtis Brewn, Ltd., 6 Henrietta Street, Covent 
Garden, London, W.C.z. The fee for every amateur 
performance is one guinea. 
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The play takes about thirty-fLve miautes in per- 
formance. 

The liappiest setting for Tickless Time is a garden, 
with a house where it is required. Then a square of 
turf can be removed with care, to provide the cemetery 
lor docks, and replaced after the play. 

If the performance is to be given on an indoor stage, 
however, the cemetery can he arranged by construi'.ting 
for the pedestal of the sundial a square base large 
enough to conceal all the clocks when they arc ** buried.** 
A few Tcmcketfuls ot earth will enable Jan to make play 
with the spade. 

In either case the smothered sound of the alarm 
going off underground *' should be supplied by a buried 
eleeme bell. 

An indoor performance can be very well given on a 
curtained stage, and Eloise can speaK from bclund the 
scenes instead of " poldng her head out of the second- 
story window.** 

Sophisticated comedy such as this is mure difhcult, 
because it requires more finished acting, than, say, 
Elizabeth Refuses. Miss Macnamara’s comedy is based 
on broad human effects and oddities of character which 
liave universal appeal ; Miss Glaspell’s is self-conscious, 
posed, intellectual, a kind of comedy of manners — and 
may be caviare to some audiences. Bui there are many 
good farcical touches in it which axe sure to be well 
received, and there should be little difficulty in casting 
any of the parts except Ian and Eloise. These two 
players must be able to appreciate and portray the 
simple-mindedness which marks them both, as well as 
lan*s muddled rhapsodic idealism and his wife*s muddled 
attempts to follow him. Actors and producer will 
probably find it helpful to read Inheritoys and Bernice, 
for in Titkless Time Miss Glaspell seems to be de- 
liberately making fun of her own sesrious work. 


X=o 

The fee for each and every representation of this play 
by amateurs is one guinea, payable in advance to Messrs^ 
^muel French, Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, Strand, 
London, W4C.2, or their authorized representatives, who. 
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upon payment of the fee, will issue a licence for the 

E erformance to take place. No public performance may 
e given unless this licence has first been obtained. 

The play takes about thirty minutes in performance. 
The simplicity and the poignant tragic beauty of this 
play have already commended it to many oramatic 
societies, and no doubt many more will attempt it with 
pleasure to their audiences and themselves. It is one 
of the very few one-act tragedies in blank verse which are 
effective stage-plays, and except for the difficulty of 
Speaking blank verse — an art in itself — ^it is compara- 
tively simple to act and needs little comment. The 
actors must not be afraid to remain still. 

The stage-setting can be simple too, alarming as it 
seems at first sight, if this solution of the problem is 
adopted. The rear part of the stage is the Trojan wall, 
the front part the Greek tent. The stage is hung round 
witli black or dark blue curtains. The rampart on which 
Capys and Ilus walk can be adequately represented by a 
platform running across the whole width of the stage, 
with a low coping down stage (that is, on the side nearer 
the audience) and on the other side a coping high enough 
to conceal Ilus when he has climbed over it. Both 
copings can be made fairly easily of a wooden framework 
covered with three-ply (or canvas) and distempered to 
look as much like stone as possible. They must be 
firm enough not to quiver visibly when touched, and 
should be simple. The platform need not be more than 
eighteen inches high and three or four feet wide, and 
should be built in standardized unite, for easy removal, 
which can be used again and again in other plays. 

The “ Trojan wall ” can remain unchanged throughout 
the play, being hidden during Scenes i. and in. by the 
curtains which form the Greek tent. These can be made 
of hessian, hung to be drawn across the stage, either 
parallel with the line of the footlights or, better still, to 
meet at an angle. They should be caught together about 
eight feet firom the ground, so that the triangular opening 
suj^ests a tent, and if this leaves part of the Trojan wall 
visible from the auditorium, another dark curtain must 
be hung as far behind the opening as possible. The tent 
can be furnished with two beds, each made of three forms 
lashed together and covered with fur rugs. If a stage 
torch is not used, it can be replaced by a piece of canme 



ACTING NOTES 245 

hidden in a Greek lamp on a metal stand : any good 
library will yield a book with a picture which, can be 
copied. 

The lighting for the Trojan scene needs a sheet of 
gelatine to make starlight, and should be as low as pos- 
sible ; for the Greek scene it may be wai-mer in tone and 
a little brighter. In both, the features of the actors must 
be clearly visible from the back of the hall, or the atten- 
tion of the audience will not be held. 

The stage staff must wear rubber-soled shoes and have 
specified duties assigned to them. The scene-changing 
should be rehearsed until it can be done quite silently in 
one minute : this is not difficult, and a longer interval 
will break the continuity of the play. 


ELIZABETH REFUSES 

No public representation of this play may be given 
unless written permission has fiist been obtained from 

^<xckc^all . 
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Messrs. Joseph Williams, 32 Great Portland Street, 
London, W.i, The fee may vary jErom live shillings to 
one guinea, according to the circumstances. Special 
facilities are given for public performances by Girls' 
Clubs and Women’s Institutes, 

The play takes about twenty-five minutes in per- 
fomance. 

The essentials of the scene," writes Miss Macnamara, 
" are an exit to the library and another to the hall ; both 
are up-stage, and can be adeauatelv represented bv gaps 
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between screens on either side and the back wall.'* The 
dark panelling which surrounds the stage in some haUs 
would make an excellent background, and if there are no 
suitable exits a dark screen on either side will provide 
necessary cover for the ch^acters when they are off 
stage. If ^ere is no panelling, a surround of dark cur- 
tains would be admirzible : in fact, the costumes of this 
period never look better than against blaclt velvet. 

A front curtain is not needed. The author suggests 
that, if there is none, at the end of the play Jane should 
not enter, but Elizabeth should go out, calling Jane, 

Miss Macnamara's careful stage-directions reveal her 
experience of the needs of amateur players, and when read 
with her stage-plan they provide helpful instruc- 
tions for rehearsing the play. 


BROTHER WOLF 

Applications regarding the amateur acting rights of 
tins (and the other Litth Plays of SL Francis) should be 
made to the Secretary, The Incorporated Society of 
Authors, 84 Drayton Gardens, London, S.W.6, and no 
performance may be given unless permission has first 
tseen obtained. The fee for Brother Wolf is one guinea. 
Eutland Boughton's incidental music for the pla)^ is 
published by Stainer and Bell. 

The play takes about twenty-five minutes in per- 
formance. 

The amateur producer of Brother Wolf should begin 
work by getting a copy of The ” Little Plays ” Handbook, 
by Laurence Housman (Sid^vick and Jackson, 5s.). 
Having himself produced the Litile Plays of St Francis, 
and having seen several amateur performances of them, 
the author lias witten IJbis book for the benefit of 
amateurs. It includes a stage-design and notes on the 
setting, general introduction which contains much 
sound advice to the actor, and an acting cozmnentaxy on 
each of the LiUle Plays and their sequels— JFo//owsys of 
St Francis and The Comments of Juntper. 

Very few amateurs could give Brother Wolf a realistic 
setting, but this is by no means essential. A curtained 
stage will do, with a few informal shrubs if possible and 
a small platform, concealed behind them, for Baitol. It 
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'would certainly be an advantage if the background were 
left in shadow, as Mr. Housman suggests, and the light 
directed only on the acting area. ” Assisi" should be 
in the auditorium, so that Francis and Lupo face the 
audience when looking down at the city. 

The l^d-slide is the chief problem. One method of 
solving it is to imitate the noise as well as possible oif 
stage, by shaking a strip of sheet iron (as for thunder) and 
tearing coarse calico. With experiment this can be 
made mirly satisfactory, and if accompanied by a sudden 
brief dimimng of light (not to complete darkness) it will 
be sufficiently suggestive. 

Bf other Wolf will fully repay careful production, for it 
can be very effective on the stage. The touches of 
humour reheve the play without destroying the atmos- 
phere — but there must be no unintentional humour I 
Especially dramatic are the wolf-howls of the robbers as 
Lupo excites tliem to fury, their closing in upon Francis 
and Juniper from behmd, and Lupo*s motion to stab 
Francis. The producer will make the most of these 
without exaggerating them into melodrama, which does 
not appear except in the character of Lupo. "Sis self- 
conscious nursing of his hatred makes him akin to 
Mr. Bernard Shaw's Captain Brassbound. He is a very 
diSerent person from the simple-minded scoundrels who 
follow him. 

The climax of the play and the decisive testing of the 
actors comes with the long speech of Francis at me end, 
" This should be given,” says Mr. Housman, ” with all 
the artistry of an actor who makes an imaginary scene 
live ; but very quietly, tenderly, and persuaavely. Juni- 
per's is a devout commentary on the art of Francis : 
to him, at all events, the scene becomes real ; wonder- 
in^y he sees the child, the lover, the dying man, and 
crosses himself. 

“ Lupo remains stock-still, staring, with a very slowly 
growing apprehension of the new v^ues which arc being 
presented to him. As Francis recounts the story of the 
angel, his voice changes : he is telling something nom the 
remote past, that remains eternally true ; his voice hxia 
awe in it ; but as he goes on the human appeal deepens, 
and the sentence ' thou art a sinner, as I also am a sinner,' 
gives the secret of his method : he and the robber are 
Mlows. not senarates." 
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It is very evident that Francis and Juniper must be 
cast with great care, and are excellent parts. Juniper, 
the fool who became a saint, is perhaps more interesting 
than his friend and leader, for his character lends itself 
to more than one interpretation. He is an admirable 
foil to Francis. 

As for Francis himself, it is all-important to remember 
that he docs not preach or denounce ; that it is love and 
not righteous indignation which moves him *, and that 
his passionate faith is matched always by his unshaken 
serenity and his lively sense of humour. 


SOME BOOKS FOR THE AMATEUR 

** Let's do a Play I Rodney Bennett. Illustrated 
by Hugh Chesternaan. Large crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt. Nelson. 

Plays, concerts, charades, revues, living marionettes, 
mock conjuring, and all kinds of amateur entertainments 
are dealt with in this book, from the simplest " show ** 
got up on the spur of the moment, to the full-dress 
production in a public hall. Mr. Bennett proves himself 
an expert on rehearsal, stage-management, lighting, 
make-up, scenery, etc., etc., and his wide ex^rience of 
amateur work enables him to explain exacHy how to 
make the best of limited funds and equipment and difii- 
cult conditions. His book is unique, because it is as 
useful to boys and girls " runnm^ a show on their own 
as to their elders when these deade to take charge. 

Ample material for a number of programmes is given 
in the last 140 pages, which contain a very varied sclec* 
tion of plays, sketches, and poems by well-known modem 
writers. 

The Small Stage and Its Equipment. R. Angus Wilson. 
With an Introduction by Sir Barry Jackson, 
Alien and Unwin. 

This deals with all the problems of temporary and 
permanent stage-construction, lighting, and scenery, and 
]s invaluable to the amateur because it offers practicable 
solutions. 
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Stage Lighting, C. Harold Ridge. Ileffer. 

An invaluable treatise on the art and technique of the 
subject, Tvliich every dramatic society should possess. 


British Costume during Nineteen Centuries, Mr^ 
Charles A. Ashdown. T, C. and E. C. Jack. 

The best single-volume history ; from the time of thf* 
Britons to 1820, with a special section on ccclesiasth'al 
dress. 578 illustrations in colour and line. 


A Book of Make-up. Eric Ward. French. 

A practical handbook with diagrams. 

A List of Plays for Boys and Men and A List of Plays 
for Girls and Women, Compiled by the Britfsh 
Drama League. Nelson. 

Over 200 classified plays are given in each list, with 
full details of characters, settings, costumes, publisher, 
price, fee (if any), agent, and a summary of the plot. 
Fully indexed. 


Mimes and Miming. Isabel Chisman and Gladys 
Wiles. Nelson. 

A book for beginners, as w’ell as for those who have 
already discovered the delights of miming : it explains 
exactly what to do. Fourteen mimes without acting 
fees are included. 


On the Art of the Theatre. Edward Gordon Craig. 
Heinemann. 

This great theatre artist's books are full ot original 
and inspiring ideas for tlie interpretation of drama. 
Illustrations of dresses and settings. 
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PERFORMANCES OUTSIDE THE BIUTISH ISLES 

PenxUssicm to perform the plays in this book outilde the British 
Isles must be obtained in advance from the following addresses : 

For Thirty hhnutes in a Street ^ The House with the Twisty Windows t 
CoUmbinet Moonshine, Mrs. Adis, and X -• o from the represen- 
tatives of Messrs. Samuel Frenchi Ltd., listed below. 

For Tichless Time, in Australia, Canada, and the U.S.A., from 
Messrs, Curtis Brown, Ltd,, i8 East 48th Street, New York ; and 
in other English-speaking countries horn the representatives of 
Messrs, Samuel French, Ltd., listed below. 

For Brother Wolf, in South Africa from Messrs. Wertbelm, Becker, 
and Leveson, Corporation Buildings, Cor. Commissioner ana 
Risslk Streets, Johannesburg ; iu the U^S.A. and Canada from the 
Baker International Play Bureau, 178 Tfemont Street, Boston (not 
exclusive), and Messrs. Samuel I^ench, Inc., as West 4Sth Street, 
New York; and in New Zealand from Miss Elizabeth Blake, 
x8 Selwyn Terrace, Wellington. 


MESSRS. SAMUEL FRENCH 

Overseas Addresses and Agents 

In America : Messrs. Samuel French, Ino., 25 West 45fh Street, 
New York City, N.Y., or 811 West 7th Street, Los Angeles, Cali- 
fmia. In Canada : Messrs. Samuel French, Ltd., 480 University 
Avenue, Toronto. In the West Indies : Harold (Peking, Esq., 
ax Church Street, Kingston, Jamaica. 

In British East Africa : Messrs, Samuel French, Ltd., P.O. Box 
497, Nairobi, Kenya Colony. In Cape Colony and Natad : Messrs. 
Darter & Sons, Lra., Adderley Street, Cape Town. In Nor^ and 
South Rhodesia, the Transvaal, and Orange Free State : Messrs. 
Maokay Bros., Ltd., Rissik Street, Johannesburg. 

In India ; Messrs. Thacker A Co., Ltd., Booksellers, Bombay ; 
or Messrs. Higginbothams, Mount Road, Madras. In Burma : 
Messrs. Misqului, Ltd., 279 Dalhousie Street, Rangoon. 

In Australia : Miss Mary F. Miller, P.O. Box 707 F., Mdboume ; 
or WSX Andrade, Esq., z73 Pitt Street, Sydney. In New Zealand : 
Mrs. Bert Royle, Box 395, Wellington 



APPENDIX 

STORIES FOR DRAMATIZATION 


I.— THE ENGLISHMAN" 

From The Path oj the King, by John Buchan 

The little hut among the oak trech was dim in tho 
October twilight on 'Qio evening of St. Callixtus* Day. 
It had been used by swineherds, for the earthen floor was 
puddled by the feet of generations of hogs, and in the 
comer lay piles of rotting acorns. Outside the mist had 
filled the forest, and the ways were muffled with fa^en 
leaves, so that the four men who approached the place 
came as stealtliily as shades. 

They reconnoitred a moment at the entrance, for it 
was a country of war. 

“ Quarters for the night,” said one, and put his 
shoulder to the door of oak toppings hinged on strips of 
cowhide. 

But he had not taken a step inside before he hastily 
withdrew. 

” There is something there,” he cried — ” something 
that breathes. A light, Gil ” 

One of the four lit a lantern from his flint and poked 
it within. It revealed the foul floor and the netting 
acoms, and m the lar comer, on a bed of withered 
boughs, something dark which might be a man. They 
stood still and listened. There was the sound of painful 
breathing, and then the gasp wiidL which a sick man 

This story is fully protected by copyright, and no dramatiaatioQ 
of it may be performed in public without mecial permission having 
been obtained in advance from the publishers. Thete is no ro" 
striotion on class-room dramatisations and pezfoimances. 



252 TEN MODERN PLAYS 

wakens. A figure disengaged itself from the shadows. 
Seeing it was but one man, the four pushed inside, and 
the last pulled the door to behind him. 

" What have we here ? ” the leader cried. A man 
had dragged himself to his feet, a short, square fellow, 
who held lumself erect with a on a side-post. His 
eyes were vacant, dazzled by the light and also by 
pain. He seemed to have Had hard usage that day, 
tor his shaggy locks were matted with blood from a 
sword-cut above liis forehead, one arm hung limp, and 
his tunic was tom and gashed. He had no weapons but 
a knife, which ho held blade upwards in the hollow of 
his big hand. 

The four who confronted him were as ill-looking a 

S uartet as Duke William* s motley host could show. 

me, the leader, was an unfrocked priest of Rouen ; one 
was a hedge-robber from the western marches who had 
followed Alan of Brittany ; a third had the olive cheeks 
and the long nose of the south ; and the fourth was a 
heavy German firom beyond the Rhine. They were the 
kites tliat batten on the ofEal of war, and, the great 
battle on the seashore having been won by better men, 
were creeping into the conquered land for the firstfruits 
of its plunder. 

“ An English porker,” cried the leader. " We wOl 
have the tusks on him.** Indeed, in the wild light the 
wounded man, with his flat face and forked beard, had 
the look of a l^ar cornered by hounds 

” 'Ware his teeth," said the one they called Gil. " He 
has a knife in his trotter.** 

The evil faces of the four were growing merry. They 
were worthless soldiers, but adepts in murder. Loot 
Avas their first thought, but after that furtive slaying. 
There seemed nothing to rob here, but there was we£ur 
flesh to make sport of, 

Gil warily crept on one side, where he held his spear 
ready. The ex-priest, who had picked up somewhere a 
round English buckler, gave the orders. " 1 will run in 
on him and take his s^ke, so you be ready to dose. 
There is nothing to be feared from the swine. See. he is 
blooded and faints.*' 

The lantern had been set on the ground by the door 
and revealed only the lower limbs of the four. Their 
heads were murky in shadow. Their speech was foreign 
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to the wounded man, but he saw their purpose. He was 
clearly foredone with pain, but his vacant eyes kindled 
to slow anger, and he shook back his hair so that the 
bleeding broke out again on his forehead. He was as 
silent as an old tusker at bay. 

The ex-priest gave the word, and the four closed in 
on him. He defeated their plan by hurling himself on 
the leader’s shield, so that his weight bore him backwards 
and he could not use his weapon. The spears on the 
flanks failed for the same reason, and the two men posted 
there had well-nigh been the death of each other. The 
fourth, the one from tlie south, whose business it had been 
to support the priest, tripped, and fell sprawling beside 
the lantern. 

The Englishman had one arm round the priest’s neck 
and was squeezing the breath out of him. But the blood 
of the four was kindling, and they had vengeance instead 
of sport to seek. Mouthing curses, the three of them 
went to the rescue of the leader, and a weaponless and 
sore-wounded man cannot strive with such odds. They 
overpowered him, bending his arms viciously back and 
kicking his broken head. Their oaths filled the hut 
with an ugly clamour, but no sound came from their 
victim. 

Suddenly a gust of air set the lantern flickering, and 
a newcomer stood in the doorway. He picked up the 
light and looked down on the struggle, fie was a tall, 
very lean man, smooth-faced and black-haired, helmet- 
less and shieldless, but wearing the plated hauberk of 
the soldier. There was no scabbard on his left side, but 
his right hand held a long bright sword. 

For a second he lifted the light high, while he took in 
the scene. His eyes were dark and dancing, like the 
ripples on a peat stream. ** So-ho > ” he said softly. 
** Murder I And by our own vermin 1 ** 

He appeared to brood for a second, and then he acted. 
For he set the light very carefully in the crook of a joist 
so that it illumined the whole hut. Then he reached out 
a hand, plucked the ex-priest from his quarry, and 
swinging him in both arms, tossed him through tne door 
into the darkness. It would seem that he fell hard, for 
there was a groan and then silence. 

“ One less,” he said softly. 

The three had turned to face lum, warned by Gil’s 
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exclamation, and found themselves looldng at the 
ominous bar of light wliich was his sword. Corner^ 
like rats, they took small comfort from the odds. They 
were ready to surrender, still readier to run, and they 
stood on tneir defence with no fight in their faces, whin- 
ing in their several patois. All but the man from the 
south. He was creeping round in the darkness by the 
walls, and had in Ins hand a knife. No mailed hauberk 
protected the interloper's back, and there was a space 
there for steel to cjuiver between Ins shoulder-blades. 

The newcomer did not see, but the eyes of the wounded 
man seemed to have been cleared by the scuffle. He was 
now free, and from the floor he snatched the round shield 
wluch the ex-priest had carried, and hurled it slraighi at 
the creeping miscreant. It was a heavy oaken thing 
with rim and boss of iron, and it caught him fairly 
above the ear, so that he dropped like a poled ox. The 
stranger turned his head to see what was happening, 
lucky shot, friend," he cned. I thank you," And he 
addressed himself to the two pitiful bandits who re- 
mained. 

But their eyes were looking beyond him to the door, 
and their jaws had dropped in terror. For from outside 
came the vsound of horses' hooves and bridles, and two 
riders had dismounted and were peering into the hut. 
The first was a very mountain of a man, whose conical 
helmet surmounted a vast pale face, on which blond 
moustaches hung like the teeth of a walrus. The said 
helmet was grievously battered, and the nose-piece was 
awry as if from some fierce blow, but there was no scar 
on me skin. His long hauberk was wrought in scales of 
steel and silver, and the fillets which bound his great legs 
w^ere of fine red leather. Behind him came a grizzled 
squire, bearing a kite-shaped shield painted with the 
cognizance of a dove* 

“ What have we here ? " said the knight, in a reedy 
voice like a boy's. His pale eyes contemplated this 
figures — ^the wounded man, now faint again with pain 
and half fallen on the litter of branches ; his deliverer, 
tall and grim, but with laughing face ; the two murderers 
cringing m their fear ; in a comer the huddled body of 
the man from the south half hidden by the shi^d. 

Speak, fellow," and he addressed the soldier. " What 
werk has been toward ? Have you not had your bellyful 
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of battles that you must scrabble like rats in tliis hovel ? 
What axe you called, and whence come you ? 

The soldier lifted his brow, looked Ids questioner full 
in the face, and, as if hking what he found there, bowed 
his head in respect. The huge man had the air oi one to 
be obeyed. 

“ I am of the Duke*s army,*' he said, and was sent 
on to reconnoitre the forest roads. 1 stumbled on this 
hut, and found four men about to slay a wounded 
English.^ One lies outside where I flung mm, another is 
tliere with a cracked skull, and you have before you 
the remnant." 

The knight seemed to consider. ** And why sliould 
a soldier of the Duke's be so careful of iCnglish lives ? " 
he asked. 

'' I would help my loid Duke to conquer this land," 
was the answer, ” w^c have biokeii tlioir army and the 
way is straight before us. Wo shall have to light otlier 
armies, but we cannot be fighting all our days, and we 
do not conquer England till England accepts us. I have 
heard enough of that stubborn people to know that the 
way to win them is not by murder. A fair fight, and then 
honest dealing and mercy, say I." 

The knight laughed, '* A Solomon in judgment,” lie 
cried. ” But who are you that bear a swoid and wear 
gold on your finger ? ” 

The oM squire broke in, " My lord Count, I know the 
man. He is a hunter of the Lord Odo's, and has a name 
for valour. He wrought mightily this morning in tlie 
hill. They call him Jehan the Hunter, and sometimes 
Jehan the Outbom, for no man knows his comings. There 
is a rumour that he is of high blood, and truly m battle 
he bears himself ILke a prince. The inonl^ loved him 
not, but the Lord Odo favoured him.” 

The knight looked steadily for the space of a moment 
at the tall soldier, and his light eyes seemed to read 
deep. ” Are yoq that man ? ” he asked at last, and got 
the reply : ** I am Jehan the Hunter.” 

" Bid my idlows attend to yon scum,” he told his 
squire. ” The camp marshal will have fruit for his 
gallows. The swee^^gs of all Europe have drifted with 
US to England, and it h our business to make bonfire oi 
them before th^ breed a plague. . . , See to the wounded 
man> likewise. He may be one oi the stout house* 
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cades who fought with Harold at Stamford, and to meet 
us raced like a gale tlirough the length of England, By 
the Mount of the Arcliangel, I would fain win such mettle 
to our cause.” 

Presently the hut was empty save for the two soldiers, 
who faced each other while the lantern flickered to its 
end on the rafters. 

” The good Odo is dead,” said the knight. ” An arrow 
in the left eye has bereft our Duke of a noble ally and 
increased the blc&scdncbs of the City of Paradise. You 
are mastcilcbs now. Will you ride with me on my 
service, you Johan the Hunter ? It would appear that 
wc arc alike m our ways of thinking. They call me the 
Dove from the shield 1 bear, and a dove I ^ek to be in 
the winning of J England. The hawk’s task is over when 
the battle Ls won, and he who has but the sword for 
weapon is no lld.^vk, but carrion-crow. We have to set 
our Duke on the throne, but that is but the first step. 
There are more bat ties before us, and when they are 
ended begins the slow Ijisk of the conquest of English 
hearts. How say you, Jelian ? Will you ride nortli with 
me on this errand, and out of the lands which are granted 
me to govern have a comer on which to practise your 
creed ? ” 

So it befell that Jelian the Hunter, sometimes called 
Jehan the Outborn, joined the company of Ivo of Dives, 
and followed him when Duke William swept northward 
laughing his gross jolly laughter and swearing terribly by 
the splendour of God. 


A NOTE ON DRAhL^TIZATION 

This story is only one section taken from Chapter II. of 
The Paih of ike King, but it is su£&ciently complete in 
itself to make a good one-act play. 

There are two ways of treating it. To make the fight- 
ing all-important is the wrong one, for the action is too 
brief and simple for effective melodrama, and tiie play 
will be little more than a m^lde. The right method is to 
take as the theme of the play the speech of Jehan* which 
begins : ” I would help my lord Duke to conquer this 
laud** (see page zss). In other words, the play should 
help to make it plain how the Normans held England, 
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after ilicy had conquorcd it, and if tUib is done tlie play 
will gain much in strength and inleiest without losing anv 
of the excitement provided by the fighting. It would 
make thib and other points clearer if the whole of Chap- 
ter II. of 2 'hG Path of five King were read to the class before 
th^ began work. 

The scene of the play must be the inside of the hut 
from the beginning. The first thing to decide is whethoi 
the wounded Saxon sliall be there before the four Norman 
plunderers arrive, or not. The next problem is Jvow to 
make clear to the audience, in an interesting and uatural 
way, the time, place, and ciicumstances, and the character 
of the plunderers. 

It may bo found advisable to make cousiih^rablo 
alterations and additions. William himself might ap- 
pear on the scene if lus appearance were made plausible. 
This and other questions should be freely iliseussed, and 
scenarios, or outlines, should be drawn up, before the 
writing of the play is begun. 


ti._uotheboys hall 

From Nicholas Nicklehy, by Charles Dickens 

I. Introducing Mr. Soueeus, the 
Yorkshire Schoolmaster 

Mr. Squeers’s appearance was not prepos'icssing He 
had but one eye, and the popular prej udice runs 111 favour 
of two. The eye he had was un quest km ably useful, but 
decide^y not oinamental : being of a gieeiush-grey, and 
in shape resembling the fanlight of a street door." The 
blank side of lus face was miicli wrinkled and puckered 
up, which gave him a very sinister appearance, especially 
when he smiled, at which times lus expression liordered 
dosely on the villainous. ITis hair was very tlat aiul 
sliiny save at the ends, where it was brushed stitllv 
up from a low pi*otruding foiehead. wMch assorted well 
with his harsh voice and coarse manner He wa.s uUnit 

Thera aie no cuuyiight lestrictiuus on S’uktehij .tnd 

drauiabzatioiib of lh<«Hs extuiets may be peiloimetl in public wUUuul 
pennission being obtained. 

17 



258 TEN xMODEKN PLAYS 

two or thicc-aaid-litty, and a Uifle below the middle size ; 
he wore a white neckerchief with long ends, and a suit 
of scholastic black ; but his coat sleeves being a great 
deal too long, and ids trousers a great deal too short, he 
appeared ill at ease in Ids clothes, and as if he were in 
a perpetual state of astonishment at finding himself so 
re&pect«iblc. 

[Nicholas Nickleby is about nineteen, strong, good- 
looking, and g<;ud-uatured ] 


II. NiCHUhAS AKKIVUS Al' Dai'HliJiOYb HaU, 


Mr. Sqiieer'i, having bolted the door to keep it shut, 
ushered Nicholas into a snuill parluui scantily furnished 
witli a few cliairs, a yellow map hung against the wall, 
and a couple ol tables : one of which bore some prepara- 
tions lor .supper ; while, on the other, a tutor's assistant, 
u MiniayN gtaniinur, half a dozen cards of terms, and a 
worn letter <Urected to Wackford Scpieers, ICsquire, were 
ai ranged in picturesque confusion. 

They had not been in tins apartment a couple of 
miniitcs when a female bounced into the room, and, seiz- 
ing Mr. Squeers by the lliruat, gave liini two loud kisses, 
one clcisc after thie other, like a postman's knock. The 

S ', who was of a large, raw-boned figure, was about 
a head taller than mx . Squeers, and was dressed in a 
dimity night-jacket, with her hair in papers ; she had 
also a dirty nightcap on, relieved by a yellow cotton 
liandkcrchicf which tied it under the ^in. 

“ How' is my Squeery ? " said this lady, m a playful 
maimer, and a very hoarse voice. 

Quite well, my love," replied Squeers. " How are 
the COW'S ? " 

" All right, every one of ’em," answered the lady. 

" And the pigs ? " said Squeers. 

" As well as they were when you went away." 

*• Come ; tiiat's a blessing," said Squeers, pulling off 
his greatcoat. " The boys are all as they were, I 
sunnose ? " 


Oh yes, th^'re well enough," replied Mrs. Squeers 
snappishly. " That young Pitcher's had a fever." 

“ No \ ^ exclaimed Squeers, " Paana that boy, he's 
always at something of that sort." 

" Never was such a boy, I do believe," said Mrs. 



APPENDIX a59 

Squeers ; “ whatever he has is always catching, too. I 
say it*s obstmacvi and nothing shall ever convince me 
that it isn't. I'd beat it out of him ; and I told you that 
six months ago." 

** So you did, my love," rejoined Squecrs. " We'll try 
what can be done." 

Pending these little endearments, Nicholas had stood 
awkwardly enough in the middle of the room, not very 
well knowing whether he was expected to retire into the 
passage, or to remain where he was. He was now 
relieved from his perplexity by Mr. Squeers. 

"This is the new young man, my dear,'* said that 
gentleman. 

" Oh,” replied Mrs. Squeers, nodding her head at 
Nicholas, and eyeing him coldly from top to toe. 

" He'll take a meal with us to-night,** said Squeers, 
" and go among the boys to-morrow morning. You can 
give lum a shakedown hero, to-night, can't you ? ” 

"We must manage it somehow,” replied the lady. 
" You don't much mind how you sleep, I suppose, sir ? " 

" No, indeed,” replied Nidrolas ; " I am not parti- 
cular," 

" That's lucky,” said Mrs. Squeers. And as the lady's 
humour was considered to lie clneflyin retort, Mr. Squeers 
laughed heartily, and seemed to expect that Nicholas 
d^ould do the same. 

After some further conversation between the master 
and mistress relative to the success of Mr. Squeers’s trip, 
and the people who had paid, and the people who had 
made default in payment, a 3x»ung servant girl brought 
in a Yorkshire pie and some cold beef, wliich being set 
upon the table, the boy Smike appeared with a jug 
of ale, 

Mr. Squeers was emptying liis greatcoat pockets ol 
letters to different boys, and other small documents, 
which he had brought down in them. The boy glanced 
with an anxious and timid expression at the papers, as if 
with a sickly hope that one among them might relate to 
him. The look was a very painful one, and went to 
Nicholas's hesirt at once ; for it told a kmg and very .sad 
histo:^. 

It induced him to consider the boy more atteniively, 
and he was surprised to observe the extraoidmary mix- 
ture of garments which formed hw dress. AHlujiifh Ik* 
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could iiuL luivr' bcon iliai) c iftldceu or iiiiK^loun ytjtirs 
old, anil was tall for that ogc, lie won* a skeloton suit, 
sucli as IS usually put u])on voi-y little boys, and which, 
though nu*st absurdly'’ sliort m the arms and legs, was 
<iuite wirh* enongli for his attenuated frame. In order 
that the lower part of hi^i might bo iu perfect keeping 
with this singulai dress, lie had a very large pair of boots, 
originally made for tops, which might have been once 
worn i)y somr* stout farmer, but wore now too patched 
and tattered hjr a iK'ggar, (^od knows how long he had 
Ixjoii there, but ho still wore the same linen wliich he had 
fiiMt taken down ; foi, round his neck, was a taltoroil 
chiUVs Inll, only liall concealed by i\ coarse, man’s 
neckerchief fie was luinc ; and, as he feigned to be 
busy in arranging the table, glanced at the letters with 
a look so k(‘(‘n, and yot so dispirited and hopeless, that 
Nicholas c*>uld hardly bear to watch liini. 

** VViuit me yt m botln^ring about there, Smiko ? ” cried 
Mrs. Sipieors ; *' let the tlungs alone, can’t you ? ’* 

** ICh ! " said Hejueers, looking up. “ Oh ! it’s you, 
is It !* " 

*' Ves, sir,” replied the youth, picssing his hands 
together, as tliough to control, by force, the nervous 
w'unilering i>£ his fiugera ; " i'* there ” 

” Well 1 ” vSaid Sqneeis. 

*' Have you Did anybody Has nothing been 

heard — abimt me 

“ Bwl a bit,” lepUcd Sipioers testily. 

The lad withdrew lus eyes, and, putting his hand to 
his face, movt‘il towards the door. 

” Not a word,” resumed Squeers, “ and never will be. 
Now, tlus is a pretty sort of thing, isn’t it, that you 
should have been left here all these years and no money 
paid after the first six — ^nor no notice taken, nor no clue 
to bo got who YOU belong t6 ? It’s a pretty sort of thing 
that I .should have to feed a great imlow like yon, and 
never hope to get one ^nny for it, isn’t it ? ” 

The boy put his hand to his head as if he were making 
an effort to recollect something, and then, looking 
vacantly at his questioner, gradu^ly broke into a snule, 
and away, 

** ril tell you what, Squeers,” remai-ked his wife, as 
the door clased, ” I think that young chap’s turning 
silly/* 
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** I hope not/* said tlie schoolmaster ; ** for he *3 a 
handy fellow out of doors, and worth his meal and 
diink, anyway. I should think he’d have wit enou/?h for 
us, though, u he was. But come ; let's have supper, for 
I*m hungry and tired, and want to go to bed.*' 

This reminder brought in an exclusive steak for 3^Ir. 
Squoers, who speedily proceeded to do it ample justice. 
Nicholas drew up his chair, but his appetite was effectu- 
ally taken away. 

“ How’s the steak, Squcers ? ” said Mrs. S. 

Tender as a lamb,” replied Squeczs. ” Have a 
bit ? ** 

” I couldn’t eat a morsel,” replied his wife. * ' What T1 
the young man take, my dear ? ” 

” Whatever he likes that's present,” rejoined Squeers, 
in a most unusual burst of generosity. 

” What do you say, Mr. Knuckieboy ? ” inquired Mrs. 
Squeers. 

”1*11 take a little of the pie, if you please,” reizlied 
Nicholas. ” A very httle, for I'm not hungry.” 

” Well, it's a pity to cut the pie if you're not hungry, 
isn't it ? *' said Mrs. Squeers. “ Will you try a bit of 
the beef ? ” 

“ Whatever you please,” replied Nicholas abstractedly; 
” it's all the same to me.” 

Mrs. Squeers looked vastly gracious on receiving this 
reply ; and nodding to Squeers, as much as to say that 
she was glad to find the young man Imew his station, 
assisted Nicholas to a slice of meat with her own fair 
hands. 

” Ale, Squeery ? ” inquired the lady, winking and 
frowning to give hiin to understand that the question 
propounded was, whether Nicholas should have ale, and 
whether he (Squeers) would take any. 

” Certainly,” said Squeers, re-telegraphing in the same 
manner. “ A glassful. 

So Nicholas had a glassful, and, bein^ occupied with 
his own refiections, drank it in happy jzmocence of all 
the foregoing proceedings. 

” Uncommon juicy steak that/* said Squeers, as he 
laid down his knife and fork, after plying it m silence for 
some time. 

” It*s prime meat,’* rejoined his lady, “ I bought a 
good large piece of it myself on purpose for—” 

(8JI68) X 7 a 
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For what ? ” exclaimed Squeers hastily. ** Not for 
the 

** No, no ; not for them/' rejoined Mrs. Squeers ; “ on 
purpose for you against you came home. Lor \ you 
didn't thmk I could have made such a mistake as 
that/* 

" Upon my word, my dear, I didn't know what you 
were going to say/' said Squeers, who had turned 
pale. 

“You needn't make yourself uncomfortable/' re- 
marked his wife, laughing heartily, “ To think that I 
should lie such a noddy ! Well ! *’ 

This part of the conversation was rather unintelligible ; 
but popular rumour in the neighbourhood asserted that 
Mr. Squeers, being amiably opposed to cruelty to animals, 
not unfreriuently purchased for boy consumption the 
bodies of horned cattle who had died a natural death. 
I'ossibly he was apprehensive of having unintentionally 
devoured some clioice morsel intended for the young 
gentlemen. 

Supper being over, and removed by a small servant girl 
with a hungry eye, hits Squeers retired to lock it up, and 
also to take uito safe custody the clothes of the five boys 
who had just arrived, and who were half-way up the 
troublesome flight of steps which leads to death's door, 
in consequence of exposuie to the cold. They were then 
regaled \vith a light supper of porridge, and stowed away 
side by side in a small bedstead, to warm each other, and 
^cam of a substantial meal, with sometliing hot after 
it, if their fancies set that way, which it is not at all 
improbable they did. 

Mr. Squeers treated himself to a stiff tumbler of 
brandy-and-water, made on the liberal half-and-half 
principle, allowing for the dissolution of the sugar ; and 
nis amiable helpmate mixed Nicholas the ghost of a 
small glassful of the same compound. This done, Mr. 
and Mrs. Squeers drew close up to tlie fire, and, sitting 
with their feet on the fender, talked confidentially in 
whispers while Nicholas, taking up the tutor's assistant, 
read the interesting legends in the miscellaneous ques- 
tions, and all the figures into the bargain, with as much 
thought or consciousness of what he was doing as if he 
bad been in a magnetic slumber. 

A.t length Mr, Squeers yawned fearfully, and opined 
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that it was high time to go to bed ; upon which signal, 
Mrs. Squeers and the girl dragged in a small straw mat- 
tress and a couple oi blankets, and arranged them into a 
couch for Nicholas. 

We'll put you into your regular bedroom to-morrow, 
NicMeby,” said Squeers. Let me see 1 Wlio sleeps 
in Brooks's bed, my dear ! " 

" In Brooks's ? " said Mrs. Squeers, pondering, 
“ There's Jennings, httle Bolder, Graymarsh, and wliat's- 
his-name." 

So there is," rejoined Squeers. “ Yes ! Brooks is 
full." 

"Full!" thought Nicholas, ‘‘I should tliink he 
was," 

"There's a place somewhere, I know," said Squeers; 
" but I can't at this moment call to mind where it is. 
However, we'll have all that settled to-morrow. Good- 
night, Nickleby. Seven o'clock in the morning, mind," 

" I shall be ready, sir," replied Nicholas. " Good- 
night." 

I'll come in myself and show you where the well is," 
said Squeers. " You'll always find a little bit of soap in 
the kitchen window ; that belongs to you." 

Nicholas opened his eyes, but not his mouth ; and 
Squeers was again going away, when he once more turned 
back. 

" I don’t know, I am sure,” he said, " whose towel to 
put you on ; but if 5rou*ll make shift with somethmg 
to-morrow morning, Mrs. Squeers will arrange that in 
the course of the day. My dear, don't forget." 

" I'll take care," replied Mrs. Squeers ; “ and mind you 
take care, young man, and get fust wash. The teamer 
ought always to have it ; but they get the better of him 
if they can." 

Mr. Squeers nudged Mrs. Squeers to bring away the 
brandy bottle, lest Nicholas should help himself in the 
night ; and, the lady having seized it with great pre- 
cipitation, they retired together. 

Nicholas, being left alone, took half a dozen turns up 
and down the room in a condition of much agitation and 
excitement ; but, growing gradually calmer, sat himself 
down in a chair, and mentally resolved that, come what 
might, he would endeavour for a time to bear whatever 
wretchedness there might bo in store for him. 
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III. The Internal Economy of Dotheboys Hall 

A ride of two hundred and odd miles in severe weather 
is one of the best softeners of a hard bed that ingenuity 
can devise. Perhaps it is even a sweetener of dreams, 
for those which hovered over the rough couch of Nicholas, 
and whispered their airy nothings in his ear, were of an 
agreeable and happy kind. He was making his fortune 
very fast indeed, when the faint glimmer of an expiring 
candle shone before his eyes, and a voice he had no 
difficulty in recognizing as part and parcel of Mr. Squeers, 
admonished him that it was time to rise. 

** Past seven, Nickleby,** said Mr. Squeers. 

** Has morning come already ? ” asked Nicholas, sitting 
up in bed. 

“ Ah I that it has," replied Squeers, " and ready iced 
too. Now, Nickloby, come ; tumble up, will you 

Nicholas needed no further admonition, but " tumbled 
up" at once, and proceeded to dross himself by the 
light of the taper wliich Mr. Squeers carried in his hand. 

"Here's a pretty go," said that gentleman; "the 
pump's froze." 

" Indeed I " said Nicholas, not much interested in the 
intelligence. 

" Yes," replied Squeers. " You can't wash yourself 
this morning." 

" Not wash myself I ” exclaimed Nicholas. 

" No, not a bit of it," rejoined Squeers tartly. " So 
you must be content with giving yourself a dry polish till 
we break the ice in the well, and can get a buc&tful out 
for the boys. Don’t stand staring at me, but do look 
sharp, will you ? " 

Onering no further observation, Nicholas huddled on 
his clothes. Squeers meanwhile opened the shutters 
and blew the candle out ; when the voice of his amiable 
consort was heard in the passage, demanding admittance. 

" Come in, my love," said squeers. 

Mrs. Squeers came in, still habited in the primitive 
night-jacket which had displayed the symmetry of her 
fij^re on the previous night, and further ornamented with 
a beaver bonnet of some antiquity, which she wore, with 
much ease and lightness, on the top of the nightcap before 
mentioned. 
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“ Drat the things/* said the lady, opening the cup- 
board ; " I can't find the school spoon anywhere," 

" Never mind it, my dear," onscrved Squeers, in a 
soothing manner ; " it's of no consequence." 

" No consequence ; why, how you talk 1 " retorted 
Mrs. Squeers sharply ; " isn't it brimstone mormng ? ” 

" T forgot, my dear/’ rejoined Squeers ; " yes, it cer- 
tainly is. We purify the boys’ blood now and then, 
NicUleby " 

"Punfy fiddlesticks’ ends," said his lady. "Don’t 
think, young man, that we go to the expense of flower of 
brimstone and molasses just to purify them; because if 
you think we carry on the business in that way you’ll find 
yourself mistaken, and so I tell you plainly," 

" My dear," said Squceis, frowning, " Hem I " 

" Oh I nonsense,” rejoined Mrs, Squeers. " If the 
young man comes to be a teacher hero, let him under- 
stand at once that we don't want any foolery about the 
boys. They have the brimstone and treacle, partly 
because if they hadn't something or other in the way of 
medicine they’d be always ailing and giving a world of 
trouble, and partly because it spoils their appetites, and 
comes cheaper than breakfast and dinner. So, it does 
them good and us good, at the same time, and that's fair 
enough, I’m sure *’ 

Having given this explanation, Mrs. Squeers put her 
head into the closet and instituted a stricter search after 
the spoon, in which Mr. Squeers assisted. A few words 
passed between them while they were thus engaged, hjt 
as their voices were partially stifled by the cupboard, sS 
that Nicholas could distinguish was that Mr. Squeers said 
what Mis. Squeers had said was injudicious, and that 
Mrs. Squeers said that what ]\Xr. Squeers said was 
" stuff." 

A vast deal of searching and rummaging ensued, and, 
it proving fruitless, Smike was called in, and pushed by 
Mrs. Squeers, and boxed by Mr. Squeers, which course 
of treatment, brightening liis mtellects, enabled him to 
.suggest that possibly Mrs. Squeers might have the spoon 
in her pocket, as indeed turned out to be the ca.se. As 
Mrs, Squeers had previously protested, however, that she 
was quite certain she had not got it, Smike received 
another box on the ear for presuming to contradict liis 
mistress, together with a promise of a sound thrashing if 
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he were not more respectful in future ; so that he took 
nothing very advantageous by his motion. 

IV. The Schoolroom 

^ It was such a crowded scene, and there were so many 
objects to attract attention, that, at first, Nicholas 
stared about him, really without seeing anything at all. 
By degrees, however, the place resolved itself into a bare 
and dirty room, with a couple of windows, whereof a 
tenth part might be of glass, the remainder being stopped 
up with old copybooks and paper. There were a couple 
of long, old, rickety desks, cut and notched, and inked, 
and damaged, in every pofhSible way ; two or three forms ; 
a detacheci desk for Squeers ; and another for his assist- 
ant. The coiling was supported, like that of a barn, by 
cross-lioams and rafters ; and the walls were so stained 
and discoloured, that it was impossible to tell whether 
they had ever been touched with paint or whitewash. 

but the pupils — ^the young noblemen ! How the last 
faint traces of hope, the remotest glimmering of any good 
to be derived from his efforts in this den, faded from the 
mind of Nicholas as he looked in dismay around 1 Pale 
and haggard faces, lank and bony fingers, children with 
the countenances of old men, deformities with irons upon 
their limbs, boys of stunted growth, and others whose 
long meagre legs would hardly bear their stooping bodies, 
all crowded on the view together ; there were the 
bleared eye, the hare lip, the crooked foot, and every 
ugliness or distortion that told of unnatural aversion con- 
ceived by parents for their offspring, or of young lives 
whi<^, firom the earliest dawn of inSney, had been one 
horrible endurance of cruelty and neglect. There were 
little faces which should have been h^dsome, darkened 
with the scowl of sullen, dogged suffering; there was 
childhood with the light of ifS eye quenched, its beauty 
gone, and its helplessness alone remaining; there were 
vicious-faced boys, brooding, with leaden eyes, like male- 
factors in a jail ; and there were young creatures on 
whom the sins of their firail parents had descended, weep- 
ing even for the mercenary nurses they had known, and 
lonesome even in their loneliness. 

And yet this scene, painful as it was, had its grotesque 
features, which, in a less int^eatedobserver thanNichol^, 
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might have provoked a smile, Mr^ Squeers stored at one 
of the desks, presiding over an immense basin of brim- 
stone ajid treacle, oJ: which delicious compound she ad- 
ministered a largo instalment to eacli boy in succession : 
using for the purpose a common wooden spoon, which 
might have been originally manufactured for some 
gigantic top, and which widened every young gentleman’s 
mouth considerably, they being all obliged, under heavy 
corporal penalties, to take in the whole of the bowl at a 
gasp. Ill another corner, huddled together for com- 
panionship, were the little boys who harl ai rived on the 
preceding night, three of them in very large leather 
breeches, and two in old trousers, a someihing tighter 
fit than drawers are usually worn ; at no great distance 
from these was seated the juvenile son and heir of Mr, 
Squeers — a strilang likeness of lus father — kicking, with 
great vigour, under the hands of Smike, who was fitting 
upon him a pair of new boots that boro a nuist subpicioiis 
resemblance to those wliich the least of the two boys 
had worn on the journey down — as the little boy himself 
seemed to think, for he was regarding the appropriation 
with a look of the most rueful amazement. 

Besides these, there was a long row of boys waiting, 
with countenances of no pleasant anticipation, to be 
treacled ; and another file, who had just escaped from the 
infliction, making a variety of wry mouths, indicative of 
anything but satisfaction. 

After some half-hour’s delay, Mr. Squeers appeared, 
and the boys took their places and their books, of which 
latter commodity the average was about one to ei^ht 
learners. A few minutes having elapsed, during wmch 
Mr. Squeers looked very profound, as if he had a perfect 
apprehension of what was inside all the books, and could 
say every word of their contents by heart if he only 
chose to take the trouble, that gentleman called up the 
first class. 

Obedient to this summons there ranged themselves in 
front of the schoolmaster’s desk half a dozen scarecrows, 
out at knees and elbows, one of whom placed a tom and 
filriiy book beneath his learned eye. 

“This is the first class in English spelling and 
philosophy, Nickleby," said Squeers, beckoning Nicholas 
to stand beside him. “ We’ll get up a Latin one, and 
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hand that over to you. Now, then, where's the first 

boy?” 

“ Please, sir, he's cleaning the back parlour window,” 
said the temporaiy head of the philosophical class. 

“ So he is, to be sure,” rejoined Squeers, “ We go 
upon the practical mode of teaching, Nickleby ; l£e 
regular education system. C-l-e-a-n, clean, verb active, 
to make bright, to scour. W-i-n, win, d-e-r, der, winder, 
a casement. When the boy knows this out of book, he 
goes and does it. It's just the same principle as the use 
of the globes. Where's the second boy ? ” 

” Please, sir, he's weeding the garden,” replied a 
small voice, 

” To be sure,” said Squeers, by no means disconcerted. 
” So ho is. B-o-t, bot, t-i-n, tin, bottin, n-e-y, ney, 
bottinney, noun substantive, a Imowledge of plants. 
Wlicn he has learned that bottinney means a Imowledge 
of plants, he goes and knows 'em. That's our system, 
Nickleby ; what do you think of it ? ” 

” It's a very useful one, at any rate,” answered 
Nicholas significantly. 

“ 1 believe you,'^ rejoined Squeers, not remarking 
the emphasis of his usher. "Third boy, what's a 
horse ? ” 

" A beast, sir,” replied the boy. 

" So it is,” said Squeers. " Ain't it, Nickleby ? ” 

'* I believe there is no doubt of that, sir," answered 
Nicholas, 

"Of course there isn't,” said Squeers. " A horse is a 
quadruped, and quadruped’s Latm for beast, as every- 
body that's gone through the grammar knows, or else 
where's the use of having grammars at all ? ” 

" Wliere, indeed I ” said Nicholas abstractedly. 

" xVs you're perfect in. that,” resumed Squeers, turning 
to the boy, " go and look after my horse, and rub him 
down well, or I'll rub you down. The rest of the class 
go and draw water up till somebody tells you to leave 
off, for it's washing day to-morrow, and they want the 
coppers filled.” 

So saying, he dismissed the first class to their expeii- 
mr^nts in practical philosophy, and eyod Nicholas with a 
look, half cunning and half doubtful, as if he were not 
altogether certain what he might Lliink of him by this 
time. 
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“ That’s the way we do it, Nickleby,” he said, after 
a pause. 

Nicholas shrugged his shoulders in a manner tliat was 
scarcely perceptible, and said he saw it was. 

” And a very good way it is, too," said Squeers, 
** Now, just take them fourteen little boys and hear them 
some reading, because, you know, you must begin to be 
useful, and idling about here won’t do." 

Mr, Squeers said this as if it had suddenly occurred to 
him, cither that he must not say too much to his assistant, 
or that his assistant did not say enough to him in praise 
of the establishment. The children were ranged in a 
semicircle round the new master, and he was soon listen- 
ing to their dull, drawling, hesitating recital of the.se 
stories of engrassing interest which are to be found in 
the more antiq^uated spelling-books 

In this exciting occupation the morning lagged heavily 
on. At one o’clock, the boyvS having previously had their 
appetites thoroughly taken away by stir-about and 
potatoes, sat down in the kitchen to some hard salt beef, 
of which Nicholas was graciously permitted to take his 
portion to his own solitary desk, and to eat it there in 
peace. After this, there was another hour of croucliing 
in the schoolroom and shivering with cold, and then 
school began again. 

It was Mr. Squeers’ s custom to call the boys together, 
and make a sort of report, after every half-yearly visit to 
the metropolis, regarding the relations and friends he 
had seen, the news he had heard, the letters he had 
brought down, the bills which had been paid, the accounts 
winch had been left unpaid, and so forth. This solemn 
proceeding always took place in the afternoon of the day 
succeeding his return ; perhaps because the hoys ac- 
quired stren^h of mind from the suspense of the morn- 
ing, or possibly because Mr. Squeers liimself acquired 
greater sternness and inflexibihty from certain warm 
potations in which be vras wont to mdulge after Jus early 
dinner. 

Be tliis as it may, the boys were recalled from the 
house window, garden, stable, and cow-yard, and the 
school were assembled in full conclave, when Mr. Squeers, 
with a small bundle of papers in his hand, and Mrs. S., 
following with a pair of canes, entered the room and 
proclaimed silence. 
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“ Let any boy speak a word without leave/* said 
Mr. Squecrs mildly, ** and I'll take the skin off his 
back.** 

This special proclamation had the desired effect, and a 
deathlike silence immediately prevailed, in the midst of 
wliich Mr. Squeers went on to say — 

Boys, Tve been to London, and have returned to my 
family and you as strong and well as ever.** 

According to half-yearly custom, the boys gave three 
feeble cheers at this refreshing intelligence. Such cheers I 
Sighs of extra strength with the chill on. 

** I have seen the parents of some boys,** continued 
Stpicers, turning over his papers, ** and they’re so glad 
to hear how their sons are getting on, that there’s no 
prospect at all of their going away, wliich of course is a 
venr pleasant thing to reflect upon, for all parties.” 

Two or three hands went to two or three eyes when 
Squeers said this, but the greater part of the young 
gentlemen, having no particular parents to speak o:^ 
were wlioUy uninterested in the thing one way or other. 

*' I have had disappointments to contend against,’* 
said Squeers, looking very grim ; “ Bolder* s fattier was 
two pound ten short, "Where is Bolder ? ** 

** Here ho is, pleeise, sir,*’ rejoined twenty offleious 
voices. Boys are very like men to be sure. 

** Come here, Bolder,” said Squeers. 

An unhealthy-looking boy, with warts all over his 
hands, stepped from his place to the master’s desk, and 
raised his eyes imploringly to Squeers* s face ; his own 
quite white from the rapid beating of his heart. 

“ Bolder," said Squeers, speaking very slowly, for he 
was considering, as the saying goes, where to have him. 

" Bolder, if your father thinks that because "Why, 

what’s tins, sir ? ” 

As Squeers spoke, he caught up the boy's hand by the 
cufi of fiis jacket, and surveyed it with an edifying aspect 
of horror and disgust. 

” "What do you call this, sir ? ” demanded the schooL 
master, administering a cut with the cane to expedite 
a reply, 

" I can’t help it, indeed, sir,” rejoined the boy, crying. 
** They wOl come ; it’s the dirty work, I think, sir — at 
least I don*t know what it is, sir, but it*s not my 
fault.” 
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Bolder,** said Squcers, tucldng up his wristbands, 
and moistening the palm of his right hand to get a good 
grip of the cane, ** you’re an incorrigible young scoundrel, 
and as the last thrashing did you no good, we must see 
what another will do towards beating it out of you,** 

With this, and wholly disregarding a piteous cry for 
mercy, Mr Squeers fell upon the boy and caned him 
soundly ; not leaving off, indeed, until his arm was 
tired out. 

“ There,** said Squeers, when he had quite done ; 

rub as hard as you like, you won*t rub that off in a 
hurry. Oh ! you won't hold that noise, won't you ? 
Put him out, Smike.** 

The drudge knew better, from long experience, than to 
hesitate about obeying, so he bundled the victim out by 
a side door, and Mr, Squeers perched liimself again on 
his own stool, supported by Mrs. Squeers, who occupied 
another at his side. 

“ Now, let us SCO,** said Squeers. ** A letter for Cob- 
bey. Stand up, Cobbey.** 

Another boy stood up, and eyed the letter very hard, 
while Squeers made a mental abstract of the same. 

** Oh r* said Squeers : " Cobbey's grandmother is 
dead, and Ms uncle John has took to drinking, wMch is 
all the news his sister sends, except eighteenpence, which 
will just pay for that broken square of glass. Mrs. 
Squeers, my dear, will you take the money ? ” 

The worthy lady pocketed the eighteenpence with a 
most business-like air, and Squeers passed on to the next 
boy, as coolly as possible. 

“ Graymarsh,** said Squeers, “he*s the next. Stand 
up, Graymarsh.** 

Another boy stood up, and the schoolmaster looked 
over the letter as before. 

Graymarsh's maternal aunt,** said Squeers, when be 
had possessed himself of the contents, is very glad to 
hear he’s so well and happy, and sends her respectful 
Gomplimente to Mrs. Squeers, and thinks she must be an 
angel. She likewise thinks Mr. Squeers is too good for 
this world ; but hopes he may long be spared to carry on 
the business. Would have sent the two pairs of stock- 
ings as desired, but is short of monw, so forwards a 
tract instead, and hopes Graymarsh will put his trust M 
Providence. Hopes, above all, that he will study in 
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everything to please Mr. and Mrs. Squeers, and look upon 
them as ms only friends ; and that he will love Master 
Squeers ; and not object to sleeping five in a bed, which 
no Christian should. Ah ! " said Squeers, folding it up, 

a delightful letter, Very aSecting indeed.” 

Squeers then proceeded with the business by calling 
out “ Mobbs,” whereupon another boy rose, and Gray- 
marsh resumed his seat. 

“ Mobbs’s mothcr-in-law,” said Squeers, "took to her 
bed on hearing that he wouldn't eat fat, and has been 
very ill ever since. She wishes to Imow, by an early post, 
where he expects to go to if ho quarrels with his vittles; 
and with wliat feelings he could turn up his nose at the 
cow's liver broth, after his good master had asked a 
blessing on it. Tliis was told her m the London news- 
papers— not by Mr. Squeers, for he’s too kind and good 
to set anybody against anybody — and it has vexed her 
so much, Mobbs can’t think. She is sorry to find he is 
discontented, which is sinful and horrid, and hopes Mr. 
Squeers will flog him into a happier state of mind ; with 
wliich view she has also stopped his halfpenny a week 
pocket-money, and given a double-bladecf knife with a 
corkscrew m it to the missionaries, which she had bought 
on purpose for him.” 

*^A sulky state of feeling,” said Squeers, after a 
terrible pause, during which he had moistened the 
palm of his right hand again, "won’t do. Cheerful- 
ness and contentment must be kept up. Mobbs, come 
to me ! ” 

Mobbs moved slowly towards the desk, rubbing his 
eyes in anticipation of good cause for doing so ; and he 
soon afterwards retired by the side door, with as good 
cause as a boy need have. 

Mr. Squeers then proceeded to open a miscellaneous 
collection of letters, some enclosing money, which Mrs. 
Squeers " took care of ” ; and others referring to small 
articles of apparel, as caps and so forth, all of which the 
same lady stated to be too large, or too small, and calcu- 
lated for nobody but young Squeers, who would appear, 
indeed, to have had most accommodating Hmbs, smee 
everything that came into the school fitted him to a 
nicety. His head, in particular, must have been singu- 
larly elastic, for hats and caps of ail dimensions were 
ahko to him. 
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This business dispatched, a few slovenly lessons were 
jerformed, and Squeers retired to his fireside, leaving 
Nicholas to take care of the boys in the schoolroom. 


V. Smiice and Nicholas 

As Nicholas was absorbed in these meditations, he all 
at once encountered the upturned face of Smike, who 
was on his knees before the stove, picking a few stray 
cinders from the hearth and planting them on the fire. 
He had paused to steal a look at Nicholas, and when he 
saw that ho was observed, shrank back, as if expecting 
a blow. 

“ You need not fear mo,” said Nicholas kindly. ” Are 
you cold ? ” 

” N-n-o.” 

” You are shivering.” 

** I am not cold,” replied Smike quickly. " I*m used 
to it.” 

There was such an obvious fear of giving offence in 
his manner, and he was such a timid, broken-s 
creature, that Nicholas could not help exclaiming, 
fellow I ” 

If he had struck the drudge, he would have slunk away 
without a word. But now he burst into tears. 

" Oh dear, oh dear ! ” he cried, covering his face with 
his cracked and homy hands. ” My heart will break. 
It will, it will I ” 

" Hush ! ” said Nicholas, laying his hand upon his 
shoulder. ” Be a man ; you are nearly one by years. 
God help you.” 

” By years I ” cried Smike. ” Oh dear, dear, how 
many of them I How many of them since I was a little 
child;, younger than any that are here now t Where 
are they all ? ” 

” Whom do you speak of ? ” inquired Nicholas, wish- 
ing to rouse the poor half-witted creature to reason 
” Tell me.” 

” My friends,” he replied, ” myself — ^my — oh I what 
sufferings mine have been i ” 

” There is always hope,” said Nicholas ; he knew not 
what to say. 

” No,” rejoined the other. ” no ; none for me. Pain, 
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and fear> pain and fear for me, alive or dead. No hope, 
no hope 1 

The hell rang to bed ; and the boy, subsiding at the 
sound into his usual listless state, crept away as if anxious 
to avoid notice. It was with a heavy heart that Nicholas 
soon afterwards — ^no, not retired ; there was no retire- 
ment there — followed — to his dirty and crowded dor- 
mitory. 


VI. Nicholas Intervenes 

\Smike is at last goaded to run away from Dothehoys 
Hall, blit he is found and brought back by Mrs, Squeers, 
He is to be mieily punished, as a warning to the other hoys, 
in the presence oj the whole schooh'\ 

Squeers^s gaze was fastened on the luckless Smike as he 
inquired, according to custom in such cases, whether he 
had anything to say for himself. 

“ Nothing, I suppose,** said Squeers, with a diabolical 
grin. 

Smike glanced round, and his eyes rested, for an 
instant, on Nicholas, as if he had expected him to inter- 
cede ; but his look was riveted on bis desk. 

** Have you anything to say ? ’* demanded Squeers 
again, giving his right arm two or three flourishes to try 
power and suppleness. ** Stand a little out of the 
way, Mxs. Squeers, my dear ; I*ve hardly got room 
enough.*' 

" Spare me, sir,*’ cried Smike. 

“ Oh, i^t*s all, is it ? ** said Squeers. ** Yes, 1*11 flog 
you witbin an inch of your life, and spare you that.** 

**Ha, ha, ha/* laughed Mrs. Squeers, ‘'that’s a good 
’un I '* 

I was driven to do it/* said Smike feintly; and 
casting another imploring look about him. 

“ Driven to do it, were you ? *’ said Squeers. " Oh I 
it wasn't your fault ; it was mine, I suppose— ch ? ” 

“ A nasty, ungrateful, pig-headed, brutish, obstinate, 
sneaking dog,*' exclaimed Mrs. Squeers, taking Smike's 
head under her arm, and administering a cufi at every 
epithet ; ** what does he mean by that ? *' 

** Stand aside, my dear," replied Squeers. " We'll try 

and And out/' 
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Mrs. Squeers, being out of breath with her exertions, 
complied. Squeers caught the boy firmly m liia grip ; 
one desperate cut had fallen on liis body — he was wincing 
from the lash and uttering a scream of pain — ^it was 
raised again, and again about to fall — ^when Nicholas 
Nicldeby, suddenly starting up, cried, “ Stop 1 in a voice 
that made the rafters ring. 

Who cried stop ? ** said Squeers, turning savagely 
round, 

“II” said Nicholas, stepping forward, “This must 
not go on ! ” 

“ Must not go on ! ” cried Squeers, almost in a shriek. 

“ No 1 ” thundered Nicholas, 

Aghast and stupefied by the boldness of the inter- 
ference, Squeers released lus liold of Smike, and, faUiiig 
back a pace or two, gazed upon Nicholas with looks tliat 
were positively frightful. 

“ I say, must not,” repeated Nicholas, nothing 
daunted ; “ shall not. I will prevent it.” 

Squeers continued to gaze upon him, willi Ms eyes 
starting out of Ms head ; but astonishment had actually 
for the moment bereft Mm of speech. 

“ You have disregarded all my quiet interference in 
this miserable lad*s behalf,” said Nicholas ; “ you have 
returned no answer to the letter m which I begged 
forgiveness for Mm, and offered to be responsible that he 
would remain quietly here. Don*t blame me for this 
public interference. You have brought it upon yourself ; 
not I.” 

“ Sit down, beggar ! ” screamed Squeers, almost 
beside Mmself with rage, and seizing Smike as he spoke. 

“ Wretch,” rejoined Nicholas fiercely, “ touch him at 
your peril I I will not stand by and see it done. My 
blood is up, and I have the strength of ten such men as 
you. Look to yourself, for by Heaven I will not spare 
you, if you drive me on ! ” 

" Stand back, ' cried Squeers, brandishing his weapon. 

“ I have a long series of insults to avenge,” said 
Nicholas, fiushed with passion ; “ and my indignation is 
aggravated by the dastardly cruelties practised on help- 
less infancy in this foul den. Have a care ; for if you do 
raise the devil witMn me, the consequences shall fall 
heavily upon your own head I ” 

He had scarcely spoken, when Squeers, in a violent 
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outbreak of "wrath, and with a cry like the howl of a wild 
beast, spat upon him, and struck him a blow across the 
face with his instrument of torture, which raised up a 
bar of livid flesh as it was inflicted. Smarting with the 
agony of the blow, and concenti'ating into that one 
moment all his feelings of rage, scorn, and mdignation, 
Nicholas sprang upon liim, wrested the weapon flrom his 
hand, and pinning him by the throat, beat the ruffian till 
he roared for mercy. 

The boys — ^wilh the exception of Master Squeers, who, 
coming to his father's assistance, harassed the enemy in 
the rear — moved not hand or foot ; but Mrs, Squeers, 
with many shrieks for aid, hung on to the tail of her 
pai'tner's coat, and endeavoured to drag him from his 
infuriated adversary ; while Miss Squeers, who had been 
pcepitig tlvrougli the keyhole in expectation of a very 
different scene, eluted in af the very beginning of 
attack, ami after launching a shower of inkstands at the 
usher's head, beat Nicholas to her heart's content, 
animating herself at every blow with the recollection of 
his having refused her proffered love, and thus imparting 
additionzd strength to an arm which (as she took after 
her mother in this respect) was, at no time, one of the 
weakest. 

Nicholas, in the full torrent of his violence, felt the 
blows no more than if they had been dealt with feathers ; 
but, becoming tired of the noise and uproar, and feeling 
that his arm ^ew weak besides, he threw all his remain* 
ing strength into half a dozen flnishing cuts, and flung 
Squeers from him with all the force he could muster. 
The violence of his fall precipitated ^s. Queers com- 
pletely over an adjacent form ; and Squeers, striking his 
head against it in his descent, lay at his fuU lengtli on 
the ground, stunned and motionless. 

Having brought affairs to this happy termination, and 
ascertained to ms thorough satisfaction that Squeers was 
only stunned, and not dead (upon which point he had had 
some unpleasant doubts at first), Nicholas left his family 
to restore him, and retired to consider what course be 
bad bettor adopt. 
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A NOTE ON DRAMA1TZATION 

Here is raw material for a good i)lay in two or three 
scenes, and in class-work its length is an advantage, for 
when, the problems have been discussed, the scenarios 
written, and the list of cliaracters drawn up, the actual 
writing can be divided among a number of boys or 
girls. 

The play can combine humour and pathos, but the 
horror and violence of Uic original must bo toned down, 
for the realism of the stage would make it intolerably 
painful. There are many interesting problems involved 
in selecting, condensing, and arranging the material ; if 
more tlian one scenario can be followed, and the results 
tested in rehearsal, it will be a great advantage. A 
much-appreciat<xl ending to the play can bo provided 
by malang the boy& support Nicholas and duck Mrs. 
Sqnccrs in her own brimstone and treacle. 
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